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PREFACE. 


EARLY  forty  years  ago  I  pub- 
lished a  small  volume  of  poems, 
which,  to  my  surprise  and  de- 
light, was  most  favourably  received  by  the 
public.  Reviewers  spoke  kindly  of  it ;  and 
several  of  the  eminent  poets  of  the  time 
wrote  to  me  encouragingly,  whilst  some 
advised  me  to  adopt  literature  as  a  pro- 
fession. But  Wordsworth,  in  one  of  seve- 
ral letters,  couched  in  friendliest  language, 
wliilst  urging  me  to  continue  the  study  of 
poetry  as  a  pleasure,  quoted  the  opinion  of 
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Sir  Walter  Scott,  that  "  poetry  as  a  staff 
was  a  pleasant  companion  to  walk  with, 
but  perilous  as  a  crutch  to  lean  upon;" 
and  so  I  remained  a  man  of  business.  At 
the  same  time  I  mingled  freely  and  plea- 
santly with  many  of  the  foremost  men  in 
literature,  art,  and  science.  In  some  of 
the  important  movements  in  the  metropolis, 
political,  social,  and  charitable,  it  has  been 
my  good  fortune  to  take  an  active  part ; 
and  in  connection  with  several  of  them  my 
name  is  still  united. 

Like  many  others,  I  have  enjoyed  the 
blessings  of  prosperity,  and  like  them  too, 
suffered  from  adversity  ;  but,  whether  lifted 
high  by  popular  applause,  or  cast  down  by 
public  forgetfulness,  I  have  always  found 
my  sweetest  consolation  and  dearest  plea- 
sure in  my  passion  for  poetry  and  in  the 
practice  of  verse.    My  poems  won  for  me  the 
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acquaintance  and  friendly  correspondence  of 
Wordsworth,  Sodthey,  Landor,  Kingslet, 
Dickens,  Haydon,  Sir  Henry  Bishop,  De 
Qdincey^ Charles  Swain,  Allan  Cunningham, 

my    Dalesman,    whose    kindness    to    me 

when  a  friendless  youth  in  London,  I  ever 
gratefully  remember, — and  the  fastidious 
Rogers,  who  frequently  received  me  as 
a  welcome  guest  at  his  agreeable  break- 
fast-table. They  made  me  a  companion  of 
many  of  our  present  leaders  in  literature 
and  art,  whose  names  for  obvious  reasons 
need  not  be  printed  here.  Through  my 
jverses  I  was  introduced  to  the  late  Mary 
Russell  Mitford.  I  was  her  visitor  once  a 
fortnight,  for  several  years  previous  to  her 
death.  To  me  she  committed  the  pleasure 
of  gathering  together  and  arranging  for  pub- 
lication  her  Dramatic  Works,  and  to  me 
they  were  dedicated. 
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That  a  volume  so  unpretending  as  mine 
sbonld  have  had  so  wide  an  influence  has 
ever  been  to  me  a  pleasant  enigma.  Yet, 
in  addition  to  the  names  already  referred 
to,  it  made  me  intimate  with  men  of 
thought  in  France  and  Italy ;  but  more  I 
especially  in  Germany,  where  Freilegbath 
(alas  I  no  more),  Kinkel,  and  Carl  Elzb 
became  my  fast  friends  ;  whilst  in  America 
I  was  honoured  with  the  esteem  of  Bryant, 
Longfellow,  Bayaud  Taylor,  Grace  Green- 
wood, and  that  most  genial  of  men,  James 
T.  Fields.  But,  above  all,  it  opened  to  me 
the  heart  of  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  of  whom 
I  hardly  dare  venture  to  write.  During 
the  whole  pwiod  of  his  residence  in  Eng- 
land we  were  as  brothers.  My  house  was 
as  his  own  home,  and  to  me  more  than  to 
any  living  man,  was  disclosed  the  inner 
workings  of  bis  marvellous  genius.   Retiring, 
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modest,  and  silent  in  general  society ;  he 
was  ever  joyous,  outspoken,  and  cheerful 
Avith  me.  Those  who  read  his  English 
Notes  will  discover  how  intimate  we  were, 
and  win  judge  how  sacred  I  have  held  the 
privilege  of  such  a  friendship. 

At  various  times  I  have  been  urged  to 
collect  into  a  volume  my  scattered  verses, 
but  I  have  steadily  declined  to  do  so  until 
I  should  be  free  from  the  daily  anxiety  of 
a  mercantile  life.  Having  slackened  the 
cords  and  eased  the  collar  of  labour,  I  have 
now  assented  ;  and  this  volume  is  the  result. 
Perhaps  it  is  unwise,  possibly  foolish;  for 
the  world  can  well  allow  such  verses  to 
drift  into  oblivion,  or  remain  in  their  pre- 
sent comparative  obscurity.  Yet,  when  I 
find  many  of  my  rhymes  from  time  to  time 
reappearing  in  the  press,  all  over  the  world, 
and  occasionally  honoured  by  being  chosen 
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for  selections  of  English  poetry, — and  some- 
times with  other  names  attached, — I  think 
the  time  has  come  when  I  may  fairly  claim 
them  as  my  own,  and  that  this  collection, 
may  bo  looked  upon  as,  at  most,  an  act  of 
pardonable  vanity. 

The  compositions  having  extended  over 
many  years,  a  considerable  diversity, — and 
possibly  some  incongruity, — of  thought  will 
doubtless  appear.  Condensation  and  not  dif- 
fuseness  has  ever  been  my  aim  in  writing. 
Having  due  regard  to  rhythm  and  harmo- 
nious cadence,  my  theory  and  practice  has 
been  to  clothe  my  thought  in  the  clearest 
language  I  could  at  the  moment  com- 
mand. 

The  local  colouring  and  general  descrip- 
tion of  scenery, — especially  in  the  Scottish 
poems, — I  know  to  be  accurate,  because  they 
are  drawn  from  nature.     Even  the  terrors 
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of  tho  Winter  are  described  from  personal 
experience.     As  the  son  of  a  Scottish  far- 
mer, it  was  my   delight,   if  not   my  duty, 
to  assi^  tho  shepherd  and  servants  for  a 
long  winter's    night   iu    a   terrible    storm ; 
tho  object  being  to  keep  tho  sheep  on  the 
windward  side  of  the  fold,  lest,  if  left  on 
the  leeward  side  for  shelter,  they  should  be 
smothered  iu  the  di'ift  and  lost. 
/.      Ingathering  together  my  scattered  verses, 
as  far  as  I  have  been  able,  I  have  enjoyed 
considerable  pleasure,  and  been  moved  by 
many  conflicting  emotions  arising  from  the 
'reawakening    of    long -slumbering    experi- 
ences.    Poems    unread  for  thii-ty  years  or 
more,  arouse  many  pleasant  and  some  pain- 
ful memories.    Their  appearance  now  will,  I 
dare  say,  surprise  many  of  my  associates, 
who  have  hitherto  only  looked  upon  me  as  a 
merchant,  or  as  a  hard-headed  financier,  to 
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whom  the  beauties  of  nature  or  the  graces 
of  poetry  conld  have  little  fascination.  Here, 
however,  is  the  book,  and  here  I  close  my 
preface,  with  the  full  assurance  that  friends 
and  readers,  whether  they  open  the  IxKik 
from  kindliness  or  from  curiosity,  will  pive 
it  whatever  credit,  and  do  it  all  the  justice, 
it  deserves. 


Francis  BEXxocn. 


I'J,    TAVISTOrK    SylAllK, 

Junt  2'Mh,  1877. 
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INTRODUCTORY. 

ATIIERED  and  nrarnered  ;    in  this 
volume  stored 
My  vagrant  verses,  long  left  father- 
less, 
Are  here  avowed  my  offspring.       I 
confess 
Their  claims  are  just : — Now  are  their  rights  re- 

r       stored : 
Such  praise  or  blame  as  readers  may  accord, 

Mine  be  the  merit,  mine  the  faultiness. 
If  in  their  wanderings,  they  have  left  behind 

One  dear  remembrance  on  some  kindred  heart. 
Lifted  one  care  from  off  one  weary  mhid, 
^Evoked  one  smile,  or  soothed  one  bitter  smart : 
Deep  gratitude  is  muie  !    Again  we  part 
Dear  children  of  my  brain  : — Oli  may  ye  find 
Some  souls  receptive  of  the  Tri  xn  ye  bring  : 
The  false  will  fall  as  di-oss,  or  light  as  chaff 
take  wing. 
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THE     STORM 


A  i'OElI, 


IX     TIIKKI-:     I'AHTS. 


"  We  sail  the  sea  of  life, — it  calm  one  finds. 

Anil  i>nH  n  temi)est,— and,  the  voynee  o'er. 

Death  is  the  quiet  haven  of  us  all !  " — Wordsworth. 


j^^^^i^ 


"  The  goandiog  cataract 
Haunteil  mo  like  a  passiini :   the  tall  nK-k, 
The  mnimtuiu,  and  the  deep  and  fjliHiray  wijod. 
Their  i-ulours  and  their  fi>rin»,  were  then  to  me 
An  ap|ietite  ;    a  feeling  ami  a  love. 
That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm 
By  thooghts  (applied,  nor  any  interest 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye." 

WoBDSWORTH. 


THE   STOR>r. 


I'.VHT    I. 

Hi;   S]iiiii<r   liinl    conic    with    gentle 
showers  ; 
And  herlis  and  plants  and  trees  and 

flowers 
Sprang:  into  life  as  south  winds  l)lew 
Soft  on  their  hui-stinjj  Imds,  and  dew 
Moistened  their  lips,  whilst  one  by  one 
They  opeiH'd  tlieir  leaves  to  the  niorninir  sun. 
lulialin^r  \vitli  pleasure  the  <j:eniid  «rIow 
Of  his  golden  beams. — for  they  seemed  to  know 
*That  their  beautiful  bloom  from  his  light  must 

How. 
As  his  rays  on  their  bosoms  danced  awhile, 
You  might  hear  them  grow  as  you  saw  them  smile ; 
The  humblest  llower  with  its  crimson  streak 
Displayed  in  the  blush  of  its  velvet  cheek, 
How  deeply  it  felt  though  it  could  not  si)eak  ! 

At  such  a  season — such  a  scene, — 
When  Nature  tlung  on  everv  one 

Her  sweetest  smiles  from  wood  and  erreen, 
A  mother  thus  addressed  her  sou 
u 
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Ill  a  western  isle — as  lie  lingering  stood — 

And  silently  gazed  on  the  sleepless  flood  : 

*'  Stay  tlice,  O  stay  thee  !    my   hair  has  grown 

?i-cy, 
My  limbs  they  arc  totterinir,  weary,  and  old, 
Their  life's  blood  runs  watery,  slowly,  and  cold, 
And  who  will  protect  me  when  thou  art  away?" 

"  Urge  me  not,  mother, — it  must  be  so, — 
But  give  me  thy  blessing  before  I  go  !  " 
Her  bony  fingers  pressed  his  brow 

And  played  amid  liis  raven  hair. 
Her  eyes  to  Heaven  were  upward  turned, 

And  tlms  arose  her  earnest  prayer  :  — 
"  O  Holy  Virgin,  to  thy  care 

And  love  maternal,  I  confide 
Mine  only  son,  and  wheresoe'er 

He  wanders,  be  his  shiehl  and  guide!" 
Convulsed  with  grief,  her  words  were  drowned 
By  streaming  tears  that  bathed  the  ground, — 
A  ilreary  pause, — she  kissed  her  son, 
And  tlien,  in  broken  speech,  went  on  : 
"My  first. — my  la>t, — my  only  boy, — 
My  life, — my  love, — my  hope, — my  joy  ! 
My  thoughts  are  with  thee  night  and  day. 
And,  as  thou  lov'st  thy  mother,  pray 

That  He  may  all  thy  actions  bless 
Who  only  is  the  orphan's  stay, 

The  '  Father  of  the  fatherless  ! ' " 

"  I  thank  thee,  my  mother! — thy  blessing  is  dear 
To  my  soul  as  the  sun  to  the  dawTiing  year, — 
As  drops  of  rain  to  the  paichrd  tongue. 
As  kisses  of  love  when  the  heart  is  young  ! 
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Ere  Winter  comes  with  iey  chain 

And  chinks  his  t'cttei-s  o'er  tlie  ground, 
Dear  mother,  I'll  return  a<rain 

And  make  thy  heart  with  Ldachiess  boun<l  : 
I'll  charm  the  wi-inkles  from  thy  brow. 
Thy  cheeks  shall  furrow  not  as  now, — 
\Vhe»e  burninjir  rolls  the  stream  of  woe 
Shall  tricklinir  tears  of  rapture  llow  ; 
Thy  years  derlinin;^  then  shall  seem 
To  orlide  in  smoothness  like  the  stream 
Whose  waves  in  music  pass  our  door 
And  gently  break  upon  the  shore : 
Farewell — farewell — come  good  or  ill, 
Thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  will  cheer  me  stiJl !" 

His  boat  was  riding  on  the  wave, — 
Another  kiss  she  fondly  gave, 
And  tenderly  embraced  her  son, — 
A  ileep — deep  sigh — and  he  was  gone  ! 
Away  he  skimmed, — as  light  as  air. 
Across  the  sea, — she  knew  not  where ! 

■'  And  he  has  gone  !  "  the  widow  cried, 
"  A  mother's  joy, — a  mother's  j)ride. 
Although  his  father's  coui-se  be  run. 
His  spirit  liveth  in  the  son  ; 
So  like  his  sire  in  mind  and  frame, 
I  could  believe  they  were  the  same  ! 
Sure  Nature  by  some  mystic  art 
Hath  changed  the  old  man  to  the  new. 
Or  triveu  the  vounor  the  old  man's  heart. 
To  show  what  she  has  power  to  do, 
And  Maurice'  self  and  jNIaurice'  sou 
May  not  be  reckoned  two,  but  one\ 
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But,  oil  !  tliis  bosom  keenly  knows 

The  hopes — the  t'eui-s — the  joys — the  throes 

Ofpam  the  child  its  mother  cost 

At  birth,  when  he  anil  she  were  lost 

For  aii-rht  that  human  eye  conlcl  see, — 

But  both  survived,  and,  ah!  since  then 
The  comfort  he  has  broufrht  to  mc  ! — 

A  comfort  unalloyed  with  pain 
Till  now — when  from  this  lont'ly  beach 
My  age<l  eye  can  scarcely  reach 
The  ship  that  now  like  vapour  dies 
Betwixt  the  ocean  and  the  skies, — 
'Tis  "one  !  O  Heaven,  thv  will  be  done, — 
To  bless  the  mother  shield  the  s<m  !  " 

Maternal  love  ! — maternal  love  ! — 

What  rapture  lies  within  thy  name! 
For  men  below  and  Powci-s  above 

Commenil  thy  j)assi(iii's  holy  flame  ! 
The  balm  of  life, — a  deathless  power 
That  fades  not  in  affliction's  hour. 
Through  all  distresses  burning  still 
Undimmed — uniiuenched — luiqucnchable ! 
When  poor  exhausted  nature  sleeps. 

Or  sickness  haunts  the  infant  bed, 
With  anxious  eye  the  mother  keeps 

Untiring  watch  upon  its  head  ! 
The  only  joy  her  thoughts  afford 
Is  hope  that  health  may  be  restored : 
But  that  denied,  'tis  still  her  pi-ayer 
That  Heaven  at  least  its  life  may  spare  ! 

Xor  was  the  mother's  passion  shown 
Too  much  in  favour  of  her  own  : 
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The  rich, — the  poor, — the  yoiuifr, — the  old 

Alike  the  worth  of  Maurice  told  ; 

For  he  liiul  been  tlie  I'riend  of  all 

At  wake,  or  fair,  or  funeral, — 

Xo  matter  where,  no  matter  when, 

Still -IMauriee  was  the  chief  of  men  ! 

The  wisest  would  with  him  eonverse, 

The  bravest  would  his  deeds  rehearse; 

Though  jtroiid  and  jealous  of  tlieir  fame, 

All  bowed  to  his  superior  elaim  ; 

Xor  maiils  were  wooed,  nor  hearts  were  won, 

Tliat  he  was  not  advised  upon  ! 

The  music  of  the  maiden's  tonirue 

His  fame  and  virtues  sweetlv  sunw 

In  an  old-fashioned,  artless  rhvnie, 

Composed  in  manner  of  that  time 

When  neither  sense  nor  truth  was  drowned 

In  long  confusing  streams  of  sound. 
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I  HE  air  was  miUl  and  smootli  the  sea, 
The  waves  were  heavini:  traiH|uilly  ; 
X(i  storm  beset  the  Pirate's  home 
Or  laslied  the  billows  into  foam, 
Hilt  all  was  pentle,  placid,  niihl, 
And  Miiiliiig  like  a  dreamini:  child, 
Or  like  fair  tiehLs  of  waving  jrrass 
As  summer  breezes  o'er  them  pass. 
The  vessel,  like  an  eagle  free, 
Flew  o'er  the  tide  in  majesty, 
A  s(i\d-expanding,  checrfid  siglit, — 
Yet  ^Maurice'  heart  was  lone  as  niL'ht, 
For  heavy  thoughts  liad  o'er  him  come, 
Thouirhts  of  his  mother  and  his  home  ; 
For  he  had  left  his  native  shore. 
Never,  perhaps,  to  tread  it  more, 
And  as  his  eyes  would  homeward  turn, 
He  felt  his  heart  and  temples  burn. 
Nor  ooidd  he  then-  excitement  still. 
Or  bend  pulsation  to  his  will ; 
As  tears  dropped  trickling  o'er  his  cheek. 
He  blushed  to  think  himself  so  weak. 
But,  consecrate  to  filial  love. 
Each  drop  that  fell  was  blessed  above ! 


THE  STORM.  : 

The  morn  and  noon  passed  slowly  by, 
The  evening's  mantle  veiled  the  sky  : 
The  sea,  by  day  so  smooth  and  briiiht. 
Is  far  more  lovely  seen  by  night, 
When  o'er  old  Ocean's  wrinkled  brow 
The  flight  has  hnng  iier  silver  bow. 
And  stars  in  myriads  ope  their  eyes 
To  guide  th"  footstejjs  of  the  wise, 
And  in  the  deep  reflected  lie 
Till  ocean  seems  a  seconil  sky, 
And  ships,  like  winged  aerial  ears, 
Ai*e  voyaging  among  the  stars  ! 
Tliongh  Manrice'  eyes  were  fixed  on  these. 

His  tlionghts  were  hovering  near  the  spot, 
Enclosed  by  widely-branching  trees. 

Where  stood  his  mother's  lonely  cot. 
O  1  deem  not  Manrice  thonght  of  sleep 
Upon  the  Ijosom  of  the  deep. 
Or  laid  his  weary  limbs  to  rest 
Before  his  father-land  he  blessed  ; 
And  she,  his  life's  first,  latest  care. 
Was  not  forgotten  in  the  prayer. 
And  now  the  soul-depressing  cloud 
Of  gloomv  thonglits  that,  like  a  shroud, 
Bound  up  Ills  lieart,  was  rent  in  twain. 
And  Maurice  felt  himself  again, — 
Awake  to  Nature's  glorious  scene. 
The  miglity  sea,  the  sky  serene. 
The  air  that  through  the  rigging  played, 
A  stream  of  gentle  music  made, 
In  concert  joined  the  deep-mouthed  sea 
As  bass  unto  the  melody, 
And  as  theii*  voices  rose  and  fell 
Yoiing  ^Maurice  tuned  this  fond  farewell : 


THE  STORM. 

"  Farewell  to  tliec.  Krin, 

My  own  beloved  isle, 
Where  Truth,  Love,  and  Virtue 

In  all  seasons  smile  ; 
Where'er  I  may  wander, 

The  land  1  luve  best. 
Is  mv  own  beloved  Ireland, 

Rrifrht  Isle  of  the  West ! 

"  Thy  valleys  arc  fertile 

As  valleys  can  be, 
A  parden  of  l»eauty 

Walled  round  by  the  sea  : 
Thou,  fav'rite  of  Heaven, 

Art  surely  cai'essed 
As  the  darlini:  of  Nature, 

Fair  Isle  of  the  West ! 

"  The  clouds  that  hanjr  o'er  thee 

Shall  soon  disappeai", 
And  britrht  eyes  sliall  welcome 

An  advent  so  dear  ; 
Wliile  brave  sons  defend  thee, 

With  true  hearts  possessed, 
All  lands  will  befriend  thee, 

Sweet  Isle  of  the  West ! 

"  When  death  sliall  draw  near  me. 

As  sure  he  will  conie, 
I'll  smile  at  the  summons 

That  beckons  me  home, 
If  at  last  from  my  cares 

And  my  troubles  I  rest 
In  repose  on  thy  bosom, 

Dear  Isle  of  the  West!" 
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Xow  IManricc  laid  his  head  to  rest 

And  closed  his  eyes,  but,  ah,  how  vain  ! 
Though  i'oeked  on  ocean's  wavy  breast, 

Sleep  would  not  come  to  soothe  his  brain. 
The  sliortest  niglit  is  long  and  drear 
When  gentle  sleep  will  not  come  neai* ;  — 
Thus  Slam-ice  felt,  and  as  the  light, 

Clothed  in  the  dawning's  sober  gi'ey, 
Came  tnrtli  to  chase  away  the  m"ght. 

And  nsher  in  anotlier  day, 
He  raised  him  fi-orn  his  sleepless  bed 
Witli  heavy  heart  and  aching  head, 
Wliicli  like  a  thought  were  charmed  awav. 
For  now  the  ship  was  in  the  bay  ! 
His  pulse  beat  ([uick, — an  instant  more 
And  Maurice  stood  on  England's  shore! 
'*  And  this  is  England  !  this  the  land, 

.  The  birth-place  of  the  mighty  dead  ! 
I  see  her  heroes  round  me  stand, 

As  now  her  rocky  shores  I  tread ! 
I  feel  their  spirits  in  me  burn, 

And  lofty  thoughts  my  bosom  swell ; 
At  every  step,  and  every  turn, 

My  heart  throbs  quicker  ;  who  can  tell 
The  high  emotions  that  arise 
As  now  I  gaze  on  these  bright  skies 
That  smile  upon  this  isle  so  free. 
The  lair  Betrothed  of  Liberty  !" 

Short  time  had  he  in  England  been 
Before  his  tone  was  changed,  I  ween  ; 
For  oftentimes  would  he  compare 
His  mother-land  with  this  so  fair, 
And,  lonely  wand' ring  on  his  way, 
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He,  iniirmiuin^'  to  himself,  would  "iiy, 
'■  We  live  beneath  as  clear  ii  .sky, 
Our  towerinj^  mountains  rise  as  hiirh, 
Our  rivers  fh)W  as  hroad  and  clear 
As  thd-^e  that  smile  around  me  here. 
Our  plains  are  all  as  t'resh  and  green 
As  any  plains  in  Kn;.dand  seen, 
Our  men  as  brave, — our  maidens  too 
Are  not  less  lovely  nor  less  true  ; 
Yet  one  with  wealth  is  running  o'er, 
The  other's  naked,  staned,  and  poor 
They're  bound  by  every  holy  tie 
Of  sister  love  and  sympathy. 
Their  interests  are  all  the  same, 

Their  laws  in  truth  alike  should  be, — 
They  both  assume  the  British  name, 

And  both  assist  to  keep  it  fir.-  : 
But  O  ! — accursed  Jealousy, 

That  breaks  the  dearest  ties  on  earth. 
My  mother-land,  has  ruined  thee  ! 

Till  Justice  governs  and  gives  birth 

To  e<iual  laws,  and  fosters  worth. 
Thy  children  must  remain  the  slaves 
Of  factious  demagogues  and  knaves! 
But  when  the  ruling  powers  sliall  dare 
To  hold  the  beam  of  Justice  fair. 
And  walk  where  Xature  jioints  the  way. 
And  make  their  laws  her  laws  obey. 
They'll  find  our  murmurs  cease,  and  see 
A  smiling  land, — a  peasantry 
Obedient, — (juiet, — happy, — fi-ee  ! '' 

When  Maurice  to  those  cities  came. 
The  source  of  England's  power  and  fame. 
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The  beart  that  through  her  system  seiuls 

The  circulatinir  stream  of  life, 
Transfonniiiir  foreign  foes  to  friends, 

And  conquering  ruthless  war  and  strife, 
(All-powerful  Commerce,  unto  thee 
The  bfavest  spirits  bend  the  knee  !) 
O'erwhelmed  and  wrapped  in  deej)  amaze 
Too  great  for  speech,  he  could  but  gaze 
And  think  the  more  ;  and  while  he  thought, 
KofUTtion  the  conviction  brought 
That  Ireland's  poverty  and  woe 
From  sad  misgovernment  must  flow, 
The  great,  indubitable  cause, — 
Unequal  rights  and  partial  laws  ! 

Though  ^laurice  knew  his  coimtry's  wrongs. 

Yet  he  could  Nature's  blessings  feel. 

And  gladlv  listen  to  her  songs 

That  through  the  heart  in  music  steal 

Whilst  wanderinjx  1)V  the  dales  of  Dove 

And  i\Iatl(itk"s  shady  bowers  of  love, 

Or  o'er  the  hills  that  intervene 

Where  wimpling  rills  run  bright  between  ! 

He  climbed  delighted  up  the  steep, 

And  traced  that  mazy  cavern  deep 

Where  hidden  gems  in  millions  sleep 

Till,  wakened  by  the  taper's  light, 

Shines  out  the  brilliant  stalactite. 

And  dazzling  ore  and  gleaming  spars  ; 

As  if  "  ten  thousand  thousand  "  stars 

Had  left  the  azure  dome  of  night, 

That  by  their  concentrated  light 

They  might  create  a  magic  cell 

Where  should  some  guardian  genii  dwell. — 
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Within  the  centre, — down — ddwn — down, — 
A  gloomy  chasm's  pitchy  frown 
Confounds  the  all-bewihlered  sijrht, — 
It  seems  the  piison-liome  of  nifrht  ! 
There  subterniiK'aii  torrents  rnn 
Unblessed  by  either  wind  or  sim, 
From  out  its  bowels  dark  arise 
Low  fixintinjj  sounds  like  stranL'led  siirhs. 
As  if  these  (hingeons  dark  confined 
The  i-uhied  souls  of  human  kind. 

Thus  wandered  Maurice  whilst  the  Spring 
With  all  its  buds  and  blossoming 
Had  come  and  gone,  and  at  its  death 
^^'ith  deeper  bloom  and  richt-r  breath 
The  Summer  came  with  the  Summers  joy, 
As  mcrrj'  at  heart  as  a  laughing  boy 
When  he  runs  and  bounds  and  laughs  and  sings 
Till  the  joyous  tear  in  his  bright  eye  springs  : — 
On  came  she  boimding  in  sunshine  and  rain. 
Dancing  in  music  o'er  mountain  and  plain  ; 
Blithe  was  her  life,  led  in  greenwoods  and  bowers, 
Sweet  was  the  music  she  ilrew  from  the  flowers, 
As  she  hung  them  and  swung  them  on  bending  trees. 
Homes  for  the  insects  and  food  for  the  bees ; 
Their  petals  were  nourishedwithsuidightanddew 
Till  her  love  was  returned  in  the  odours  they  threw ; 
She  bathed  all  their  lips  on  the  fading  of  light, 
And  tenderly  folded  them  up  for  the  night, 
Fond  watch  o'er  their  jiillows  untiring  she  kept, 
And  kisses  gave  all  till  they  slumbered  and  slept. 

But  Summer  was  robbed  of  her  jrarments  so  green 
When  sunny-brow(jd  Autumn  arose  on  the  scene; 
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• 

Ripe  was  his;  ruddy  face,  —  6rm  was  his  tread, 
His  mantle  was  purple  and  yellow  and  red 
And  brown, — and  the  locks  on  his  lofty  brow 
In  richness  and  beauty  were  seen  to  frrow 
Like  the  velluwhi""  ears  of  the  rii)enin<r  corn 
Waved  by  the  breath  of  the  joyous  mom. 
His  locks  in  their  glory  were  fair  to  see 
As  the  sunny  waves  of  a  golden  sea. 
He  stretched  out  his  amis  and  shook  his  head 
Till  the  luscious  fruits  of  the  year  were  spread ; 
And  the  juice  of  the  apple,  plum,  peach,  grape, 

and  pear 
Brought  gladness  to  all, — mirth  everywhere  ! 

The  last  of  his  locks  from  his  crown  was  shorn 
By  a  maiden  whose  cheek  wore  the  Idusli  of  the 

morn  : 
It  seemed  as  she  twined  it  around  her  brow 
Like  a  sunset  ch)ud  on  a  mountain  of  snow  : 
Mirth  was  let  loose,  and  away  went  the  strain 
Till  the  concave  of  heaven  returned  it  again  : 
From  a  ichisj)er,  tite  echoes  to  thunder  increased 
To  welcome  the  Queen  of  the  Harvest  feast  I 
JMen's  woven  hands  were  her  holy  throne, 
And,  O  !  she  was  lovely  to  look  upon  ; 
A  spirit  lay  laughing  within  her  blue  eye, 
A  spirit  of  love  that  made  yomig  men  sigh 
As  they  bore  her  home  o'er  the  daisied  gi-een, 
The  beautiftil,  innocent,  harvest  queen ! 
Xo  monarch  on  earth  was  more  happy,  I'm  sure, 
Her  heart  was  so  light  and  her  thoughts  so  pure ! 
What  would  I  not  venture,  where  would  I  not 

roam. 
To  be  present  again  at  a  harvest-home  ! 
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Then  rustling  leaves  from  the  trees  fell  clown, 

And  tlie  winged  seeds  by  his  breath  were  blown 

Over  the  seas,  bearing  verdure  and  smiles 

To  the  rnjr^ed  crests  of  the  distant  Isles. 

As  blossoms  dropped  down  on  their  wintry  bed, 

Men  passed  them  unheeded  and  thought  them 

dead ; 
But  do  thoy  then  die  ?  or  only  rest, 
To  arise  agaui  like  a  spirit  that's  blest  ? 

As  Autunni  was  dying,  no  more  would  he  crave 
Than  that  maidens  might  sing  him  to  sleep  in  his 

grave. 
Ilis  calm  spirit  flitted  as  setteth  the  .sun, 
(Jivinjj  smiles  to  the  last  and  life  when  gone  ! 

By  this  had  !Maurice  travelled  o'er 
I^ong  dreary  wastes  of  moss  and  moor, 
And  long  left  far  behind  the  halls, 
The  stately  parks, — tlie  waterfalls, 
Which  art  has  made  with  nature  vie 
To  soothe  the  heart  and  charm  the  eye, 
Wlierc  Chatsworth's  mighty  wonders  stand, 
The  pride — the  glory  of  our  land  ! 
And  now  he  treads  a  different  soil 
Enriched  by  never-ending  toil, 
Where  dwell  fair  maids  and  matrons  wise. 
And  men  whose  courage  never  dies, — 
For  fairer,  braver  there  are  none 
Beneath  the  circle  of  the  sun, 
Like  flinty  rocks  their  hearts  are  true, — 
AVhere  Scotland  piles  her  moimtains  blue. 
And  lieaAcn  spreads  its  dark  blue  sky 
O'er  vallevs  STcen  and  mountains  hiffh. 
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For  stern  morality  and  wortli, 
Give  me  the  regions  of  the  North, 
Whose  every  vale  and  wildest  glen 
Is  peopled  by  a  race  of  men 
Whose  sires  for  Freedom  firmly  stood, 
And  won  it  with  their  dearest  blood ; 
The  mound  l)elow, — the  cairn  on  liijrh 
Direct  you  where  her  martyrs  he. 
What  Scottish  arms  have  nobly  done, 
May  still  by  Irish  hearts  be  won ; 
Our  country,  now  despoiled  and  bare. 
And  deeply  wronired,  need  not  desjjair. 
Her  sons  are  patriots  brave  and  true, 
And,  nerved  by  Justice,  shall  subdue 
The  haughty  spirits  who  ])resume 
To  make  their  native  land  the  tomb 
Of  Liberty — the  scoif  and  scorn 
Of  every  land — Yes  !  they  were  born 
For  brighter  things,  and  yet  shall  show 
What  men  by  moral  strength  may  do, 
And  by  their  own  exertions  save 
A  land  of  freemen  fi-ora  the  grave. 

Thus  felt  young  Maurice  while  he  stood 
And  gazed  on  Nith's  romantic  flood, 
Whose  banks  are  chronicles  that  tell 
Where  bra^•e  men  fought  and  strong  men  fell ; 
And  here  that  poet  wrote  and  sung, 
His  muse  the  praise  of  every  tongue  ; 
Grave  pilgrims  to  that  silent  strand 
Have  come  from  many  a  distant  land, 
Bravinjr  the  wide  tumultuous  wave 
To  shed  a  tear  on  Buitis's  grave  ! 


ART 


III. 


HE  evenintr  sky  looked  calm  and  clear 
When  Maurice  passed  through  Dur- 

risdeer, 
In  hope  the  evening  star  might  lead 
Him  safely  on  to  Wanloch  head ; 

From  whence  'twas  his  intent  to  stray 

O'er  moorlands  wild  and  mountains  grey, 

To  see  the  foam  and  hear  the  din 

That  ever  roars  in  Cora  linn  ; 

Then  take  the  river  as  a  guide 

To  lead  liini  down  the  l)anks  of  Clyde, 

By  bosky  glen  or  leafy  shaw, 

Until  he  reached  the  Broomiclaw, 

From  whence  he  soon  might  find  a  sail 

To  bear  him  to  his  native  vale  — 

Where  sate  his  aged  mother,  lone 

And  weary,  watching  for  her  son. 


But,  ah !  how  vain  the  wish  of  man  ! 
His  fairest  hope, — his  dearest  plan, — 
When  seemingly  within  his  power. 
Will  vanish  like  that  fated  flower 
Whose  beauty  charms  the  human  eye. 
But  at  a  touch  \vill  fade  and  die ! 
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So  on  that  eve, — too  bright  indeed, — 
Old  sheplicrds  weather-wise  couhl  read, 
My  some  faint  streaks  tliat  crossed  the  sky, 
A  storm — a  dreadful  storm  was  nigh. 
And  scarce  had  Maurice  passed  the  null, 
And  clomb  the  breath-suspending  hill, 
AVhen  through  the  glens  on  every  side 
The  gusty  wind  moaned  like  a  tide, 
And  clouds  l)egan  to  overcast 
The  sky — and  tlien  ui  bitter  blast 
The  Spirit  of  Winter  arose  on  the  air 
With  shivering  limbs  all  naked  and  bare. 
Born  in  the  depths  of  an  Iceland  cave, 
Cradled  and  nursed  on  a  stormy  wave, 
He  shuubered  a  season  and  then  came  forth. 
His  steeds  were  the  bitterest  winds  of  the  North  ; 
■  A  freezing  cloud  was  his  whirling  car ; 
Darkness  and  Fear  were  his  heralds  of  war  ; 
llis  icicle  teeth  did  rattle  and  shake 
Like  a  hurtling  stone  on  a  frozen  lake, 
Or  the  clattering  bones  <jf  a  gibbetetl  form. 
That  is  driven  about  by  the  mereiless  storm ; 
His  long  skinny  arms  he  waved  in  the  breeze. 
And  stripped  of  their  verdure  the  plants  and  the 

trees. 
Wherever  he  snorted,  his  withering  breath 
All  delicate  beings  crumbled  in  death  ! 
Loud,  loud  were  the  shouts   of  his  boisterous 

mirth. 
As  he  scattered  dismay  o'er  the  smiling  earth  ; 
The  clouds  were  rent  as  the  storm  was  driven  ; 
He  howled  and  laughed  in  the  face  of  Heaven! 
From  the  hills  came  volumes  of  drifted  snow, 
Choking  the  rivers  and  streams  below, 

c 
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Wliirli  jrasped  for  breath,  as  tliev  slowly  ran, 
Witli  gurgling  sounds  like  a  dying  man. 

Such  was  the  spirit  men  trenil)led  to  hear, 
As  he  roared  o'er  the  sunnnits  of  Durrisdeer, 
And  swe})t  through  the  glens  of  a  thousand  rills, 
And  thundered  away  o'er  the  Pentland  Hills, 
Then  back  o'er  the  Lowthers  bellowed  again. 
As  though  a  fierce  earthquake  were  rintig  in  twain 
The  stubbornest  rocks : — no  longer  were  seen 
The  green  gi-assy  mountains  of  bonny  Dalveen ; 
A  storm  so  terrific,  so  loud  in  its  roar. 
Nor  CaiTon  nor  Enterkin  witnessed  before; 
And  with  it  seemed  mingling  shrieks  of  despair, — 
Woe,  woe  if  a  stranger  were  desolate  there ! 

In  that  dread  hour  when  danger's  near, 

And  fate  hangs  balanced  in  the  air 
'Twixt  life  and  deatli,  and  hope  and  fear, 

Or  smiling  joy  or  wan  despair, 
So  closely  poised,  a  single  hair 

Thrown  in  the  scale  would  turn  the  beam, — 
'Tis  then  that  coward  custom  flies, 

And  sov' reign  nature  reigns  supreme  ; 
By  one  strong  impulse  all  are  moved. 

There  is  no  vain  distinction  then 
Of  sect  or  creed — all,  all,  are  loved, 

Accepted,  as  becometh  men  ! 
The  proudest  heart  that  ever  beat, 

The  proudest  she  that  ever  smiled, 
^Vhen  danger  comes,  are  mild  and  meek, 

And  humble  as  a  nursling  chUd  ; 
Then  sister  unto  brother  clings, 

And  woman  flies  to  man's  embrace ; 
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Her  arms  around  his  neck  she  flings, 

And,  lookinir  upwards  in  liis  face, 
Her  timid  eyes  protection  seek. 

And  find  it  ere  the  tonjiue  can  speak. 
E'en  bitterest  foes  on  siicli  a  nitrht 
Forget  tlieir  enmity  and  spite. 

A  father  was  list'ning,  a  mother  was  weeping, 

Her  young  ones  in  terror  around  lier  were  creeping. 

Hiding  their  heads  in  the  folds  of  her  dress. 

Afraid  to  look  out  on  the  wilderness  ; 

(The  very  dogs  to  the  corners  crept 

And  howled  in  tune  as  the  tempest  swept.) 

At  every  bin-st,  the  tempest's  roar 

Came  whistling  through  the  crazy  door. 

They'd  start,  and  check  the  rising  l)reath 

AVith  faces  pale  as  ashy  death : 

How  steadfastly  their  eyes  were  fixed, 

As  in  that  awful  hour  they  stood. 
And  gazed  upon  the  stubborn  ])ile 

Of  knotty,  crackling,  blazing  wood  ! 
The  storm  without  might  thousands  kill. 
They  felt  the  fire  was  heartsonie  still, — 
But  hark  !   again  that  sound  was  heard, 

A  low, — a  deej)  and  hollow  moan, — 
A  wild,  wild  shriek  ! — a  heavy  sigh — 

A  long-continued  dying  groan  ! 
It  might  be  true,  and  yet  they  thought 

It  also  might  be  fancy's  dream, 
At  such  an  hour, — in  such  a  stomi 

What  will  not  o'er  our  senses  gleam? 
If  true,  then  aid  could  not  be  given, 
Twere  vainlv  waging  war  with  Heaven  ! 
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The  inoni  liad  come, — tbe  storm  was  o'er, — 

The  teai'ing  winds  were  heard  no  more  ; 

The  sun  was  shiniuii  on  the  hill, 

And  dancni<r  o'er  the  frozen  rill, 

Each  tree  ui)peared  a  chundelier 

With  pendent  crystals  bright  and  clear ! 

That  hoary  sage  the  hawthorn  tree 

Seemed  rohbed  of  his  vitality, 

But  not  of  his  gems,  for  there  they  were 

Like  jewels  twined  in  a  dead  man's  hair  ! 

'Twas  painfid  to  the  eye  that  viewed 

The  wreck  that  o'er  some  vales  was  strewed  ; 

There  many  stores  of  com  and  hay 

Were  driven  by  the  winds  away, 

And  many  a  tree,  that  yesterday. 

With  leaves  and  branches  brown  and  gi*ey, 

Waved  prtmdly  on  the  mountain's  brow, 

Now  helped  to  stem  the  tide  below  ; 

Antl  some,  whose  roots  more  deeply  sunk, 

Showed  nothing  but  the  blasted  tnnik  ; 

And  many  a  cottage  where  h'ad  shone 

The  laughing  eye,  and  where  the  tone 

Of  many  voices  often  flowed 

In  song  to  cheer  the  loved  abode, 

The  blast  had  driven  to  the  earth, 

Entombin<r  all  their  iov  and  mirth  ! 

Thatch,  roof,  and  rafters  all  were  gone. 

The  ruined  walls  were  left  alone  ! 

Where  once  the  j)eacefid  bed  was  made, 

The  drifted  snow  in  heaps  was  laid. 

Where  once  the  happy  maiden  slept, 

Her  parents,  sisters,  brothers  crept ; 

Their  quivering  lips  most  truly  told 
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That  they  were  perisliing  witli  cold  ! 

Cold — very  cold, — indeed,  they  stood 

Without  a  home,  or  fire,  or  food. 

And  vainly  on  their  fingers  breathed 

To  keep  them  warm. — the  snow  that  wreathed 

Around,  made  icy  tear-drops  start 

And  bound  the  blood  within  the  heart. 

In  sooth,  such  havoc  had  been  hurled, — 

It  seemed  the  ruin  of  a  world  ! 

Then  shepherds  leave  their  vales  below, 
And  wander  'mid  the  mountain's  snow. 
To  sec  how  all  their  flocks  have  sped, 
How  many  living  left  or  dead  ; 
And  many  a  sheep  that  day  was  found, 
All  lifeless  fi-ozen  to  the  ground. 
Like  grey  stones  on  the  mountain's  side, 
Or  rocks  made  white  by  ocean's  tide : 
Some  few  found  shelter  in  the  wood, — 
And  many,  death  in  Carton's  flood. 
Before  they  came  by  that  dce]i  linn 
AVhere  unseen  rolls  the  Enterkin, 
Beside  that  dreary  mountain  road, — 
Far,  far  from  living  man's  abode, — 
A  corpse  was  found, — a  stiffened  mass  ! 

Stretched  on  his  bed  of  snowy  bent, 
His  back  to  earth. — his  latest  sigh 

In  vain  to  Heaven  for  guidance  Avent. 
Oh,  who  would  think  that  lumbering  frame 

Did  once  a  sentient  spirit  own, 
Or  dream  that  cold  and  frozen  brain 

Was  once  the  soul's  exalted  throne ! 
The  ravens  croaked  around  his  head, 

And  flapped  their  wings  with  sheer  delight, 
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To  think  such  daiiitv  fare  was  made 
For  theui  in  the  stonn  <if  yesternight ! 

The  carrion-erow  with  the  raven  fought; 
They  spruujr  and  perehed,  and  round  they 
flew, 

So  jrrcedy  to  gorge  on  the  tenderest  part, 
The  frozen  tongue  or  the  eyeballs  blue  ! 

As  men  drew  near,  they  liei-cer  were. 

And  louder  screamed  in  wild  despair, 

For  they  could  not  see  what  mortals  meant 

In  stealing  away  the  nourishment 

Which  Heaven  to  them  in  the  storm  had  sent ! 

And  who  is  he  whom  AVinter's  breath 
Has  wafted  to  the  shores  of  Death  ? 
Whose  is  that  well-proportioned  form, 
The  victim  of  the  dea<ily  storm? 
Oh,  ask  it  not ! — my  eyes  grow  dim, — 
To  think  such  fate  should  vi>it  him 
Wlio>c  mother's  alone  in  a  Western  Isle, 

And  moniinj'  and  eveninjj  looks  over  the  sea, 
Praying, '"  Merciful  Heaven  !  send  me  my  son  ; 

Safclv,  ()  safely  return  him  to  me  !" 
Ah !  little  thinks  she  that  her  boy  so  good 
Now  sleeps  in  the  winter  solitude, 
And  never  dreams  she  that  her  son  so  braye 
"Will  moulder  soon  in  a  stranger's  grave  ! 

The  body  was  borne  to  the  top  of  the  hill 
Where  the  Wanloch  ari>es,  a  whispering  rill, — 
And  further  still  they  carried  the  dead 
To  a  sheltered  part  of  the  hills  of  lead. 
Where  a  deep,  deep  grave  by  them  was  made. 
In  which  was  the  wreck  of  the  traveller  laid. 
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To  slec'i>  for  a  season  in  solitude  there 

At  rest  from  the  world,  and  free  from  care ! 

•  *  »  * 

Now  he  returneth  fast  to  clay, 
Whose  life  inspired  this  simple  lay, — 
His  faTne  the  sjiirit  of  our  son;:, — 
We  need  not  now  the  tale  prolong'. 
For  it  would  rend  your  hearts  to  name 
The  woes  that  o'er  his  mother  came, 
"When  fn-st  tlie  tidin^'s  home  were  l)nui;:ht. 
And  iiow  they  in  her  senses  wrought. 
As  you  have  seen  some  lofty  tower, 
The  victim  of  the  lightniuir's  power. 
One  moment  staml  in  beauty  high, 
The  next  in  shapeless  ruins  lie, — 
So,  ere  the  truth  was  half  revealed. 
The  stricken  widow  stared  and  reeled, 
Screamed  forth  a  wild,  hysteric  yell. 
Then  raised  her  arms,  and  deathlike  fell ! 
Then  godlike  reason  was  o'erthrown, 
And  trenzy  sat  upon  its  throne  ; 
And  to  her  weak  and  trouliled  brain 
Her  senses  ne'er  returned  again. 
Then  she  for  days — two,  three,  or  more — 

Would  seem  like  jihu-id  infancy  : 
And  still  her  walk  was  by  the  shore, 

And  still  her  gaze  was  on  the  sea  ; 
She  oft  would  mark  a  lofty  stone. 
And  name  it  as  her  Maurice'  throne. 
She  thought  him  now  some  mighty  king, 

And  o'er  the  sea  conld  view  him  come. 
Then  crowns  of  weeds  and  shells  she'd  bring 

To  wreathe  l.is  brow  when  he  came  home. 
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And  round  her  neck  she'd  \vAng  as  beads 
liright  shells  or  daisies  strunjj  on  reeds  ; 
For  she  in  dreams  herself  had  seen 
Proclaimed  her  son's  anointed  <(neen  ! 
Oft  she  wovdd  after  strangers  run 
Inquii'injr  of  them  for  her  son, 
Then  pointinL'  upwards  to  the  skv, 
Would  show  the  iilace  he  owned  on  hi<'h  ; 
Then,  titterin;;.  quicklv  turn  away 
With  foolish  lauirh  or  childish  lay  ! 

Now  calm  as  nijrht, — tlien,  wild  as  war, 
Her  piercinir  shrieks  were  heard  afar. 
With  elasfjejl  hands  and  streaming  hair, 
She  looked  tlie  iiicturc  of  despair  ; 
Then,  in  a  nioinent,  meek  in  j)rayer, 
And,  freed  from  paroxysms  wild, 
'J'he  ])illow  fondled  as  her  child. 
For  many  montlis  she  wastinjr  lav 

Upon  her  bed  ;  and  then  the  frame 
Beneath  its  heavy  load  gave  wav. 

And  faded  like  a  sinkinir  flame. — 
But,  ah  !  it  is  a  ))ainful  tale. 
Before  it  let  us  draw  the  veil. 
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So  long  as  Albun's  fhurch  shall  stand. 
To  teli  its  story  to  the  IkikI, 
This  legend  ne'er  shnll  puss  uwuy. 
Of  Ralph  de  Ruyue  and  Lilian  Grey. 
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'  See  Note  1. 


A  LEGEND  OF  THE  ABBEY  CHURCH, 
ST.  ALBANS.' 

II H  Suiimu  T  "-iiii  sliom-  hri^rlitly  down. 
Ami    biinii>hcd    Maktvk    Aliivn's 

As,  ■wakfiiinj,'  from  its  drowsy  state, 
It  rose  It'i-  tilt'  apitmacliiii;:  foto. 

The  olaiuorous  bells  in  joyaiice  raujr, 
The  harpers  hurjiod,  the  luiu'^trels  san;.', 
Triuiuiihal  arehes  >tri|»i)ed  the  trees, 
Gay  banners  fluttered  in  the  breeze. 
As,  thronjrinji  throuirh  the  narrow  street, 
Came  buoyant  youths  and  maidens  sweet, 
And  sprightly  dames,  antl  >tolid  squires, 
And  youngsters  clad  in  jray  attires ; 
For  she,  the  fairest  of  the  land. 
Had  pledireil  her  troth,  would  jrive  her  hand 
To  one  right  worthy,  loved  by  all, — 
Sir  Ralph  de  Rayne,  of  Vintrt  Hall: 


'  See  Notes  2  and  3. 
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Ami  now  liiid  come  the  nnptial-day 

<Jf  brave  Sir  Ralph  and  Lilian  (Jrey.' 

Bands  troo|>e<l  from  (ioRii  VMniRv's  towers,^ 
From  old  St.  Michakl's  shady  howors,^ 
From  Royal  Windsor's  ])rinccly  halls, 
And  IIvtfield's  ivy-mantled  walls: 
From  Soi'wlll's  cloisters,  dark  and  low,^ 
Came  hocwled  iinns  in  movement  slow, 
So  prim,  precise,  dennu-c.  and  staid, 
Thej  bring  the  briju'liter  picture  shade. 
Think  not  they  come  to  bless  or  cheer: 
No  I  lirm  in  purpose,  proud,  austere, — 
Resolved  to  excommunicate 
The  gentle  bride  as  renegate  ; 
For  she  had  come  beneath  their  ban, 
In  listening  to  the  vows  of  man 
Against  their  creed,  wliich  blazoned  stood 
To  LTuide  tlie  fb-earv  «isterln>fid  : 
"  Cfic  pure  (n  [jcart  bfioiiID  not  aljotic 
5Cn  p.ippfoii'tljrorp  of  ijuni.m  fotjc." 
They  seemetl  so  gentle — \<iid  ul"  art — 
They  almost  won  the  maiden's  heart ; 
And  yet  she  couM  not  help  but  feel 
That  something  more  than  liolv  zeal — 
Seclusion  stern — a  weary  call ! — 
The  God  of  life  demands  from  all. 

So  wonder  not  the  dismal  train, 
Emei'ging  from  the  neighbf)uring  plain. 
Should  seek  the  Abbey  Chirch,  and  there' 
Denounce  the  recreant  sister  fair. 

'  See  Notes  4,  5,  6,  and  7. 
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Oil,  what  to  them  love,  joy,  or  health  ? 
They  knew  she  lia<l  uuboundecl  wealth, 
Whiih,  from  the  a<:es  far  away, 
Concentred  now  in  Lilian  Ghky. 
The  loss  of  one  might  jieril  hotli, 
Which'made  the  pious  sisters  wroth — 
Wratli  keenly  felt  and  undisirnised  : 
lievenge  was  sweet — revenge  they  prized. 

The  curse  a  wandering  monk  had  framed 
Tlie  AnnKss  as  her  own  pr(irlaime<l. 
Severe  and  cold,  t''er  her  white  tace 
No  smile  e'er  crept  with  rippling  grace, 
Wiiiih,  welling  nj),  reveals  the  good 
In  kindly-hearted  womanhood. 
The  lip  compressed,  the  pallid  cheek, 
And  deep-set  eye,  fell  purpose  speak. 
To  tinnly  seize  and  cast  aside 
All  hintlrances  to  power  and  pride. 

Apart  the  Abbess  musing  stood, 

Conllicting  passions  stirred  her  bIot>d, 

A  hiilden  fire  was  seen  to  hum. 

Some  secret  thought  she  seemed  to  spurn  ; 

In  slow,  deliberate  imdertone 

She  spoke — 'twas  well  she  stood  alone  : 

"  What  if  the  maiil  my  might  defies  ? 

AVhat  if  her  loi'd  my  threats  despise  ? 

I've  that  within  my  secret  power 

Will  make  the  boldest  blanch  and  cower. 

Even  at  the  altar,  whilst  they  stand 

Husband  and  wife,  clasped  hand  m  hand, 

My  voice  shall  rise — so  loud  and  clear 

That  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell  may  hear . — 
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?Cii,u»ifma  !— that  witlii'rinir  «rv — 
*Co,  6lccplc^($  litoc— unp.irboiift),  bit!" 

An  orplinn  child,  the  imiiden  fair 

Wn.s  left  beneath  tlie  Ann»>8'  oare, 

Til  chorisli,  jruiilc,  and  ri-create, 

In  manner  wtirtliy  lier  estate. 

Thongh  kept  within  the  eloisters'  gloom, 

The  early  Imd  was  now  in  hlooni, 

The  cheek  assumed  a  rii'her  dye, 

A  fleeper  lustre  lilled  the  eye  : 

AVith  knowled<:e  and  experienee  grew 

InipuNive  yearninjrs,  sweet  and  new — 

A  wider  ran<re,  a  deeper  sense 

Of  woman's  power  and  eonsequence  ; 

Her  thonjihts,  niatnred,  refined,  |)rofuse, 

Were  ne'er  de-^i^rned  for  hidden  tise. 

The  sisters  souirht  lier  heart  to  ;:ain — 

"  Prrhaps  a.t  AnoEss  tifie  niifjht  reign." 

IJnt  ere  her  tcnn  novitiate  elosed. 

Sir  Ralph  a  iliflferent  life  proposed. 

Unknown  to  ablK'ss,  nurse,  or  |.'iianl, 

They  met,  where  none  kept  watch  or  ward, 

Beneath  the  shade  of  arching  trees. 

Whose  leaves  made  mnsic  in  the  breeze. 

A  fitter  jilacc  could  not  have  been 

For  kni<.'ht  and  maid  to  woo  imseen. 

How  many  a  day  from  morn  till  eve 
The  dull  routine  her  soul  would  grieve  ! 
Or  if  relieved  by  menial  toil. 
Her  spirit  would  from  all  recoil. 
In  contrast  to  her  murkv  cell. 
Where  sickly  odours  daukly  dwell, 
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Was  that  serene  and  lovely  sijrht, 
TIk'  starrv  vky  and  nmon  so  liri<:lit : 
"Win-,  self-inimiuvd,  there  die  and  rot, 
Forjretting  all,  l.y  all  tur^'i.t, 
When  she,  like  any  bird,  mi;rht  be 
Unea«:ed,  a  being  blest  ami  free? 

Ildw  sweet  tfi  feel  his  cinhng  arm. 

His  pleasant  breath,  eome  soft  and  warm. 

Or,  looking  np,  believe  his  eyes 

Were  starrv  guides  to  Paradise! 

The  talc  was  told — the  truth  revealed, 

And  loving  lips  the  eompact  sealed. 

Tratlition  still  with  rapture  swells, 
As  on  the  rare  event  it  dwells, 
On  eaeh  minutest  cireumstance, 
Of  steed,  and  banneret,  and  lanee ; 
IIow,  in  their  da/zling  suits  arraved, 
Shone  those  who  joine<l  the  eaviJeade, 
And  formed  a  bridal  train  so  gay, 
As  body-guard  to  Lilian  Grev. 

Two  noble  i)ages  tripped  be-ide. 
To  urge,  restrain,  or  gently  guide 
Her  jirancing  palfrey,  creamy  white, 
A\'ith  gorgeous  trappings  all  bedight, 
Pei-foit  in  form — with  ambling  tread. 
And  arolud  neck,  and  eomely  head, 
With  whinnying  voice  and  ears  elate. 
As  proud  to  bear  so  fair  a  freight. 
O'er  breezy  fields  they  gaily  moved. 
Through  winding  lanes  the  blossoms  loved, 
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Adown  the  sloping  west  they  cainc, 
I'assed  tiehls  with  jmjipies  all  aflame, 
Skirting  the  miller's  lake-like  dam,' 
AVhere  swans  in  pride  of  phnnage  swam. 
And  over  burie<l  Vkri  i.am, — 

Old  HE.VTHEN  VeRI  LAM,  wllOSB  StOnCS* 

Were  filched  to  build  the  church,  whence  tones 

Of  prayer  and  praise  continuous  rise, 

In  lifting  spirits  to  the  skies  ! 

As  our  weak  frames  of  dusty  day 

Must  toil  and  fret  their  little  day,  * 

With  hope,  and  fear,  and  joy,  and  strife, 

rreparing  for  a  loftier  lifel 

The  bride  alighte<l  at  the  gate, 

Where  smiling  dames  her  coun'ug  wait, 

With  swelling  hearts  and  kindly  eyes. 

To  greet  the  blushing  sacrifice. 

They  (piiekly  form  a  bridal  train, 

AikI  up  the  aisle  march  twain  and  twain  ; 

The  matrons  first,  and  then  the  l)ridc, 

Then  rosy  bridesmaids,  side  by  side, 

Wlio  at  the  altar  steps  divide, 

And  stem  awhile  the  flowing  tide. 

Three  score  of  virgins,  draped  in  white, 
Bear  baskets  piled  ^^•ith  Idossoms  bright. 
To  strew  with  flowers  and  leaflets  rare 
The  pathway  of  the  wedded  i)air ; 
Approach  with  measm-ed  step — defile, 
And  line  with  litrht  the  bending  aisle  : 


See  Notes  8,9,  10,  and  1 1. 
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Youths,  smiling,  watched  the  dainty  feet 
Keep  time  to  nnisic  low  ami  sweet. 
So  fair  a  sight  had  seUUmi  been 
In  sacred  fane  or  palace  seen, 

A  mason  carving  high — alone — 
The  stately  colimm's  clustered  stone,' 
Suspended  work,  to  watcli  below 
The  ceaseless  current's  cbl)  ami  flow; 
The  ffi'acefnl  fonns — the  frlistcnin"  eves — 
The  whisperings  sweet — the  fond  replies, 
By  which  the  cherished  hope's  revealed, 
And  hearts  with  love  are  touchetl  and  sealed. 
He,  musing,  gaze<l  until  they  seem 
The  mirror'tl  phantoms  in  a  dream. 
Transfixed  was  he  : — when  all  were  gone 
He  sat  immovable  as  stone  ; 
But  never  more  resumetl  his  skill — 
The  column  stands  unfinished  still ! 

The  church  was  filled  above — below, 
AVitli  ladies  bright,  a  lovely  show 
Of  rounded  fonns  and  radiant  eyes, 
Which  sculptors  might  as  mtxlels  prize, — 
AMien  thronjrh  the  eas:er,  waiting  crowd 
A  wliisper  ran  :   "  Behold  a  eloud. 
Foreboding  ill,  inveils  the  sun  ! — 
The  hour-gla.ss  sand  has  nearly  run  ! — 
The  bride  awaits  ! — the  bride's  forsrot ! — 
The  laggard  knight  deserves  her  not !  " 

Uncertain  as  the  winds—  they  change ; 
Now  all  rejoice,  since  Hubert  Strange, 

•  See  Notes  10  and  11. 
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From  off  tlie  bitrli  embattled  tower, 
Descried  the  nearincr  cl<md  of  stour  : 
"  Within  a  mile  their  plumes  appear — 
Soon,  soon  the  bridegroom  will  be  here  ! " 

If  others  murmured,  Ralph  de  Rayne 
Might  well  of  our  neglect  complain; 
To  him  and  bis,  in  sooth,  'tis  tinie 
AV^e  bend  the  current  of  our  rhyme. 

From  ancient  hall  and  bustling  town, 
Frum  grassy  vale  and  upland  l)r«iwn. 
The  noblest,  bravest  of  the  land, 
To  swell  the  bridegroom's  joyous  band 
Came  coursing  up  with  dawning  light, 
To  cheer  the  heart,  and  please  the  sight. 
So  full  of  frolic,  youth,  and  glee. 
The  flower  of  England's  Chivalry. 

A  score  of  miles,  or  more,  divide 
The  happy  bridegroom  from  his  bride  ; 
And  thus  from  Vintry's  fair  abode 
The  gathered  gallants  early  rode  ; 
They  rode  through  forests  deep  and  dark. 
O'er  furzy  heaths,  by  grange  and  park. 
Through  uaiTOw  ways — o'er  open  plains, 
With  gorges  ploughed  by  recent  rains. 
On,  on  they  rode  with  songs  of  mirth, 
"\Miilst  Summer  sunshine  bathed  the  earth. 
Though  most  were  handsome,  fair  and  tall, 
Sir  Ralph  rode  high — a  head  o'er  all ; 
In  hawking,  hunting,  joust,  or  rino-. 
They  were  bis  subjects,  he  their  kint^. 
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And  when  tlicy  reached  the  rounded  height, 
Wlience  Alban's  Church  appeared  hi  sight,^ 
"With  reverence  bowed  each  faithful  kniglit. 
The  lovely  view  that  uiet  their  eyes, 
Awakened  wonder  and  surprise  ; 
The  lyulidatinsj  valley  green, 
The  sombre  woods,  the  glades  serene, 
The  glittering  Ver,  in  windings  bright, 
Like  thread  of  molten  silver  white, — 
"WTiat  more  on  earth  could  man  of  bliss 
Desire,  than  such  a  home  as  this  ? 

A  while  entranced,  they  glad  surveyed 
The  lovely  scene  of  light  and  shade, 
And  half  reluctant  naoved  again, 
Descending  slowly  to  the  plain. 

AVhere  two  roads  j<nncd, — a  dusky  shade 
By  overhanging  branches  made, — 
A  moment's  halt  was  called  for,  there 
To  set  the  tram  in  order  fair. 

The  word  was  given,  again  they  move 
Some  paces  on,  beyon<l  the  grove, 
"\\Tiere  stands  the  sculptured  Druid  stone. 
Whence — why  that  shriek  and  heavy  groan  ? 
An  arrow,  shot  from  bow  unseen, 
Athwart  the  host,  with  glittering  sheen, 
Flew  like  a  flickering  bolt  of  light. 
With  point  of  steel  and  feather  white. 
And  pierced  the  neck  of  Ralph  de  Rayne,^ 
Who  prostrate  fell  upon  the  plain. 

'  See  Notes  2  and  12,  and  "  Bridal  Song." 
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A  quivering  tlirob — a  pool  of  gore — 
In  death  he  lay,  to  rise  no  more. 

Alarmed,  each  knight  his  comrade  scanned, 
Eacli  fearing  each  the  deed  had  planned. 
Whilst  all,  with  consternation  blind. 
Stood  still,  the  traitor  slipped  behind, 
And  quickly  sprang  the  bank,  and  flew 
For  refuge  in  the  Forest  Xew. 
It  happed,  that  wliilst  lie  urged  his  horse 
Through  tangled  ways  of  fern  and  gorse, 
A  knight  who'd  wandered  from  the  throng, 
A  minstrel  knight,  who  conned  a  song, — 
A  bridal  song,  of  smiles  and  .sighs,' 
To  win  applause  from  ladies'  eyes — 
Brave  Monte  Kocco,  from  Pbovkxce, 
Who  deftly  plied  sword,  pen,  and  lance, 
Was  roused  from  his  delicious  dream, 
When  flashed  across  his  eyes  a  gleam. 
Reflected  clear  from  ])olished  steel. 
He  started — paused — with  lifted  heel 
Stood  high — beheld  a  cowering  knight 
Retreating  from  the  trooj)  in  flight. 
Suspecting  cowardice,  or  wrong. 
He  thought  no  more  of  tune  or  sonjr : 
Nor  reasoned  he — the  impulse  given 
Seemed  inspiration  stiTiight  from  heaven. 
He  clutched  the  rein — clipped  close  the  knee, 
For  none  his  Arab  steed  could  flee. 
Resolved  at  once,  he  gave  him  chase — 
'Twas  pity  few  beheld  the  race  ! 
With  every  bound  of  flying  Bess, 

'  See  "Bridal  Song." 
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The  space  between  grew  less  and  less. 
As  nearer  and  more  near  be  drew, 
Too  well  the  croucbino:  knight  be  knew. 
Swift  as  the  lightning's  scathing  llasli, 
His  glittering  blade  was  drawn,  and  crash 
Throflgh  casque  of  steel,  of  azure  hue, 
He  clove  the  grizzly  head  in  two : 
As  down  the  unerring  falchion  fell, 
Up  rose,  released,  a  hideous  yell. 
In  circles,  eddying  roimd  and  roinid. 
Till  swallowed  by  the  ya^\^ling  ground  ; 
The  gibing  laugh,  the  dying  wail, 
Made  even  Montk  Kocco  quail. 
Recovering  from  his  sense  of  dread, 
He  thus  apostrophised  the  dead  : 
*'  Oh  !   Heaven  is  just,  and  will  avenge  ; 
I  now  my  sister's  wrongs  revenge  ! 
'Tis  thou,  false  Ulric  !  false  as'hell, 
Near  whom  no  innocence  could  dwell ; 
A  recreant  knight— a  Monk  foresworn, 
To  rapine,  lust,  and  murder  born ; 
Abjured  of  Heaven,  thou  bast  thy  doom, 
And  hell  might  well  deny  thee  room ! 
I  thank  the  Power  supreme,  divine. 
Thy  work,  accursed,  is  stayed  by  mine !" 

The  spirit  freed  woidd  homeward  go. 
The  carcass  fed  the  wolf  and  crow ; 
The  avenging  knight  recrossed  the  plain. 
To  join  the  weeping  weddmg  train  ; 
A  truer  knight  ne'er  poised  a  lance, 
Than  Monte  Rocco,  of  Provence. 

Whilst  noble  hearts  for  vengeance  burn, 
Now  to  the  Abbey  Church  we  turn. 
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Wbcrc  all  in  expectation  wait: 
The  Priest  in  grand  array  of  statc,^ 
With  crozier,  crucifix,  and  hood, 
Near  the  exalted  altar  stood. 
To  give  his  hencdictive  sign, 
And  make  the  civil  bond  Divine. 

^Vhy  shrinks  the  bride  ?   why  turns  she  pale  ? 

Why  clings  she  to  the  altar  rail  ? 

With  eyes  fixed  on  the  iron  grate, 

Wlicre  great  Duke  IIuni])lnc'y  lies  in  state,' 

IJeture  her  glistering,  glaring  eyes, 

A  shadowy  form  is  seen  to  rise ; 

'Xeath  raiment,  thin  as  woven  dew, 

A  sjicotre  form  is  beaming  through, 

AVitli  lifted  hand  and  siinuy  smile, 

Comes  noiseless  up  the  stony  aisle. 

Unchecked,  through  all,  she  sees  it  glide — 

Now — now  'tis  standing  by  her  side  ; 

And  otizing  down  from  neck  to  chest, 

A  trickling  crimson  stains  the  vest ! 

She  nothing  feds,  and  yet  can  see 

The  foiTii  droop  slowly  to  its  knee  : 

Iler  hand  it  gently  raised,  and  pressed 

AVith  tender  fondness  to  its  breast, 

And  on  her  finger  placed  a  ring. 

Whilst  faint  seraphic  voices  sing 

A  strain  that  told  of  love  and  home, 

The  sweet  refrain — ^^ Beloved,  co/ne.'" 

Enrapt,  she  listened  to  the  theme, 

That  seemed  like  music  in  a  dream. 

Another  form  she  then  beheld, 


See  Note  13.  »  See  Note  14. 
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A  forai  well  known  in  days  of  cl«l, 

With  areoleil  brow — one  hand  ontspread, 

"Wliioh  wreath-like  rays  effulgent  shed, 

That  seemed  to  rest  on  either  head. 

His  left-hand  held  a  feathery  palm,' 

His  face  out-beamed  with  heavinly  calm. 

'Twas  Holy  Alban,  from  his  throne 

Come  down,  to  bless  them  as  his  own, 

And,  blessinir,  faded  from  her  si<:ht 

As  clouds  are  melted  into  light. 

In  vain  she  strove  to  move  or  speak. 

And  aid  from  her  betrothed  wonld  seek. 

All  duml)  and  motionless  she  stood, 

Till  trlancintr  on  the  Holy  Rood' 

She  turned — would  speak  to  Ralph — but  where 

She  thoviirht  he  stood  was  enijjty  air  ! 

AVith  clasped  hands  she  stared  with  awe, 

As  she  alone  the  vision  saw. 

The  matrons  start,  with  looks  amazed, 

Cry  '•  Hartshorn !  ho  !  the  bride  is  crazed !" 

As  quick  to  hel])  they  all  approach, 

And  on  the  altar  steps  encroach  ; 

When,  with  a  calm  beseeching  eye. 

An  upturned  look,  a  stifled  sigh. 

She  raised  her  hand  and  whispered  "  Stay  !" 

Then  bent  as  if  she  meant  to  pray. 

A  silence  spread  profound  o'er  all, 

You  might  have  heard  a  feather  fall, 

When,  through  the  yielding  air,  so  still. 

Was  heard  a  sweet  faint  voice,  "  I  will ! " 

As  died  away  the  thrilling  sound. 

Fair  Llliajs'  fainted  to  the  ground. 


'  See  Notes  15,  16,  and  17. 
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Aghast,  spectators  held  their  breath, 

"  Can  this  be  feijrned,  or  is  it  death  ?  " 

They  first  rec-oiled,  then  forward  crushed, 

But  in  a  moment  all  were  hushed. 

The  mitred  ])riest  stooped  down  to  see, 

And  raised  the  lady  to  his  knee ; 

Her  lily  temples  pontly  ])rcssed, 

And  j)lace<l  his  jialm  upon  her  Ijreast  :— 

"  Alas,  alas  !  her  days  are  o'er, 

Fair  Lilian  sleeps  to  wake  no  more ! " 

The  joyous  sounds  that  rode  the  gale, 
Had  now  become  a  funeral  wail ; 
The  cheeks  that  swclle<I  with  lusty  cheers, 
Were  chaunelled  now  by  streaming  tears  ; 
As  through  the  thinly  peopled  vale 
Sjireatl  wide  the  strange  and  piteous  tale  ; 
Too  soon  'twas  knowni.  Sir  Ralph  de  Rayne 
Had  all  un>iuived  been  foully  slain. 
The  instant  brave  Sib  Ralph  had  died, 
That  moment  sank  his  lovely  bride  ; 
Though  lost,  yet  found — to  them  'twas  given, 
To  wing  as  one  their  flight  to  heaven. 

The  minstrel's  sonir  was  left  tnisunnf. 
The  curses  wild  were  left  unflunc  ; 

^    ' 

Tlie  blossoms  rare  were  left  unstrewed, 
Like  statues  there  the  maidens  stood; 
One  heavy,  all-absorbing  grief 
Oppressed  them,  till  they  found  relief 
In  sighs,  and  sobs,  and  scalding  tears, 
"Which  o'er  their  cheeks  in  glistening  spheres 
Rolle<l  rapidly,  and  as  they  rolled. 
Of  sympathising  anguish  told. 
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Soon,  soon  witliin  the  transept's  shatle 
A  bier  was  raised — the  bodies  laid  ; 
IJcUs  rin^  with  muflled  murmurs  low, 
The  incense  rises,  candles  glow  ; 
Fron\  fretted  roof  and  cloisters  dim' 
Ivcsounds  the  solemn  rc(iniem.- 
IIow  beautiful ! — there,  side  by  side, 
His  left  arm  jjillowing  his  bride ; 
Not  clothed  ill  mbes  of  sable  iiiirht, 
IJnt  in  their  wedding  raiment  bright ! 
Death  may  divide — death  here  has  wed. 
The  bier  become  their  bridal  bed  ! 
Xo  clouds  by  night  shut  out  the  stars, 
No  mist  by  day  the  sunshine  mars  ; 
The  cloudless  sky,  serene  and  deep. 
Seems  watching  o'er  them  as  they  sleep. 

AVith  Sabbath  dawning  spread  a  cloud 
Enshrouding  all  the  sky  ;  a  crowd 
Of  silent  mourners  came — each  brow 
With  cypress  wreath  was  circled  now. 
AVithin  the  chancel's  solemn  gloom 
Was  made  a  deep,  a  holy  tomb  ; 
AVhere  gently  were  together  laid 
The  brave  young  knight  and  lovely  maid. 
The  entrance  bore  this  legend — prap 
jtat  Kalplj  be  iSannc  anb  XfUan  a5cEp. 

But  ere  their  radiant  forms  were  hid 

From  loving  eyes  by  coffin  lid. 

The  bridesmaids  came,  and,  pleading  sought 


'  See  Note  18.  "  See  "  Eequiem." 
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The  veil  and  weatli  their  hands  had  wrought,' 
Should  hj  the  church  suspended  be, 
That  every  coming  age  might  see. 
In  those  memorials  lair,  but  frail, 
The  "crms  of  this  our  touchhiii  tale. 

And  there  the  relics  hang  on  high. 

And  Time's  destroying  touch  defy  : 

For  year  by  year  young  virgins  strew 

The  church  with  llowers,  the  wreath  renew. 

So  long  as  Ai.ban's  Chusch  shall  stand, 

To  tell  its  story  to  the  land. 

This  legend  ne'er  shall  pass  away, 

Of  Ralimi  i)E  Rayne  anu  Lilian  Grey. 


«-^^ 


BRIDAL   SOXG. 


BY     MONTE     ROCCO. 

ERRTLY,  merrily,  ring  the  bells— • 

Ring  the  bells — ring  the  bells  ! 

O'er    hill    and    plain,  the    sweet 

refrahi. 
In  sounding  joy,  melodious  swells. 
Ring  the  bells,  ring  the  bells  ; 
Oh,  merrily  ring  the  bridal  bells  ! 


'  See  Notes  19  and  20. 
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They  come,  they  come,  tlie  vale  ahmg, 

Like  morning  beams  the  gentle  bride  ; 
They  come,  they  come,  with  lyre  and  song, 
The  bridegroom  moves  with  manly  pride. 
Ring  the  bells,  ring  the  bells  : 
Oh,  merrily  ring  the  bridal  bells! 

Now — now  the  peuhng  organ  sounds 
In  cadence  low,  or  loud  and  clear, 
Till  every  heart  with  rapture  bounds  : 
Oh !  blessings  are  rained  in  music  here. 

The  organ  sweRs,  the  organ  swells.' 
How  grandly  now  the  organ  swells  ! 

Again,  oh  !  merrily  ring  the  bells, 

Ring  the  bells,  ring  the  bells  ! 
The  uite  is  done,  the  two  are  one. 

Each  heart  with  joy  unbounded  swells. 
Ring  the  bells,  ring  the  bells  ; 
Oh,  merrily  ring  the  mai-riage  bells  ! 


^95ti^?!&o 


REQUIEM. 

DOWN,  ado^^^l,  ado\vn,  in  the  deep 
dark  tomb  are  laid 
Our  brave  young  knight,  our  lady 
bright,  the  grave  their  bridal  bed. 
The  sun  that  rose  so  fuU  of  joy  has 
set  in  misty  clouds  : 


See  Note  21. 


44  SIR   RALPH  BE  RAY^'E. 

#  The  bride  who  should  a  wife  have  been,  the  veil 
of  death  enshrouds, 
And  by  her  side  the  bridegroom  lies — all  still  his 

manly  voice. 
Tlicre  let  thcni  rest,  for  they  are  blest,  and  we 
may  well  rejoice. 
That  brave  young  knight  and  lady  bright  should 

]>eacefully  be  laid 
Ado^vn,     adowni ;      adown,     adown, — shower 
blossoms  on  their  bed. 

Above,  above,  above,  beyotid  the  blue  serene. 
Our  brave  young  knight,  our  lady  bright,   are 

with  the  angels  seen ; 
Their  robes  of  clay  are  cast  away,  and  far  beyond 

the  clouds 
They  wing  their  flight  to  realms  of  light  which 

sorrow  never  shrouds  : 
On !  side  by  side,  beyond  the  tide,  which  life  from 

death  divides. 
As  one  they  sing  Avith  seraphim  where  endless 

love  abides. 
The    spirits    bright   of  maid    and    knight   from 

trouble  are  at  rest. 
Above,  above ;  above,  above,  in  regions  of  the 

blest. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  GODWIN. 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  ANNIVEKSARY  OF  HIS  BIRTHDAY. 

EAD  !  is  he  dead  ?  stem  advocate  of 
truth, 
Godwin  the  just,  the  generous,  the 
good? 
No !    Godwin   lives,  and  every  man 
and  youth, 
Whose  soul  with  love  for  liberty's  imbued. 
Will  ever  honour  him  with  reverent  gratitude. 

His  mind  was  like  a  meteor  in  the  sky. 

Beaming  in  brightness  through  the  hazy  gloom 

Of  error — showing  chained  humanity 

Its  noblest  path  to  freedom,  and  its  doom. 
To  Truth  he  raised  a  fane  on  Custom's  moulder- 
ing tomb. 

When  kings  and  priests,  and  parasites,  as  wind 
Have  passed  into  oblivion  dark  and  dreai-, 

Godwin  shall  reign  in  every  thinking  mind. 
Whilst  truth  and  wisdom  unto  man  are  dear, 
His   name  from  many  eyes    shall   clraw  joy's 
trickling  tear. 
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To  him  sliall  unborn  nations  look  with  joy  ; — 

His  noble  works  are  like  a  mighty  stream, 
Sweeping  before  them  vices  that  alloy, 

Till  glowing  hearts  with  spring-like  freshness 

teem. 
"Where  once    corruption   grew,    shall    fruitful 
knowledge  beam. 

Hail  to  the  morn  that  gave  the  patriot  l)irth, 
Hail  to  His  genius — it  shall  perish  never; 
Whilst  time  and  tide  roll  on,  or  moves  the  earth, 
Godwin  from  men's  best  feelings  nought  can 

sever ; 
His  soul  is  in  his  works,  and  they  shall  live  for 
ever ! 
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THE   MOURNER'S   HOPE. 

HEN  sultry  noon  has  faded  into 
eve, 

And    cooling  breezes   round  my 
temples  play, 

Wafting  sweet   odom-s  from  the 
woods  and  hills, 
v*!  love  to  wander  with  my  gentle  boy ; 
First-born  of  her  who  was  my  youth's  delight, 
My  manhood's  stay,  and  now  is  memory's  jjride. 
How  beautiful  she  was  ! — how  loved  by  all ! — 
Her  thoughts  how  noble,  and  her  deeds  how  pure ! 
Her  spirit  all  too  eager  for  its  frame, 
P>o  lovely,  yet  so  frail, — the  heart's  delight, 
And  yet  its  fear  ; — she  lived  like  some  sweet  plant, 
That  bends  its  head  beneath  the  noiseless  breath 
Of  Summer's  eve,  and  ever  as  it  bends 
Throws  off  a  part  of  life  that  never  dies, 
But  gives  new  joy  to  others, — feeding  all 
That  come  within  the  circle  of  its  power : 
Each  pearly  drop  of  odom--spreading  dew 
That  falls  from  out  its  honied  lips,  gives  drink 
And  gladness  to  the  thii-sty  earth,  for  thus 
In  tenderest  love  reciprocal  they  feed 
Each  other, — mutual  in  exchange  of  gifts, 
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And  richer  bv  exchange.     Such  was  the  wife 
I  loved. — all  hearts  in  reverence  blessed  her  name 
Whose  bounty  was  of  Heaven,  and  so  bestowed 
That  poor  recipients  could  not  help  but  feel 
They  almost  frrauted  favour  to  receive ! 

Thus  was  her  kindness  dealt, — no  outwanl  show 
Of  pomp  or  self-exaltinji  vanity 
That  tiinis  the  starving  beggar  from  the  door, 
And  ne'er  confers  a  diarity  on  man. 
Unless  tlie  action  be  with  due  parade 
Eniblazonctl  forth  upon  the  winged  sheet 
That  flies  aroimtl  the  habitable  globe  ; 
But  whercsoc'er  wa.s  darkness  and  distress. 
Her  searching  eye  brought  light  and  lasting  joy  ! 

Alas  !  her  day  of  usefulness  is  o'er ; 
In  one  unguanled  moment,  while  she  strove 
To  ease  the  suflTerings  of  a  fainting  heart 
That  lay  neglected  in  a  wretched  cell, 
Forgetful  of  herself  and  where  she  stootl. 
That  wily  thief,  Consi'mption,  marked  his  prey. 
And,  with  the  damp  and  noisome  atmosphere 
She  breathed,  he  crept  into  her  heart,  and  spread 
His  poisonous  vapours  through  her  aziu*e  veins, 
And,  like  a  friend  deceitful,  smiling  sat 
Plucking  the  roses  from  her  comely  cheeks, 
Till  Death,  with  all  his  melancholy  train. 
Swept  o'er  her  heart  and  bore  her  life  away  ! 
She  slept, — she  died, — how  cold,  how  beautiful ! 
The  smile  upon  her  marbling  cheek  was  8taye<l, 
And  maile  her  to  imagination  seem 
The  sculptureil  fonu  of  happiness  asleep: 
Like  plaintive  strains  of  music  borne  away 
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Upon  the  balmy  gale  of  night,  that  glide 
So  softly  into  silence,  none  can  tell 
Where  nmsic  ends  and  silence  first  begins, 
Her  spirit  passed  away  to  realms  on  higli. 

One  gloomy  coflin,  and  one  narrow  gi-avc, 
In  ilarkiTess  hide  the  form  of  her  I  loved ; 
And,  cradled  on  her  bosom  in  sweet  sleep. 
Two  unblown  buds  of  immortality  ! 
Breathe  sdftly  o'er  their  tomb,  ye  winter  winds  ; 
And  O,  ye  summer  showers,  full  gently  down 
And  mingle  with  the  consecrated  earth, 
That  kintlly  feeds  the  rose-tree  planted  tlierc, 
Whose  fragrance,  like  her  soul,  can  never  die  ! 

0  woe  is  me  to  mourn  my  hapless  fate  ! 
O  why  has  Heaven  this  heavy  burtlen  laid  ! 
What  wicked  crime  doth  load  this  dreary  heart. 
That  thus  should  come  so  great  a  punLshment  ? 
Alas !   I  made  an  idol  of  my  love. 
And  Heaven,  whose  rod  is  mercy,  broke  the  charm, 
And  liore  hir  hence,  to  teach  vie  how  to  live! 
Through  all  tliis  depth  of  melancholy  gloom 
*I  see  bright  rays  of  never-dying  Hope 
Diverging  from  my  boy, — my  noble  boy, — 
For  whom  my  soul's  solicitude  in  prayer 
To  Heaven  ascends  at  morning  when  I  rise. 
And  ere  at  night  I  sleep. — O,  not  in  vain  ! — 
His  little  voice  is  music  to  my  ears. 
Whene'er  with  solemn  feelings  he  repeats 
The  hymn  of  eve  or  morn,  or  prayer  of  Clu-ist, 
His  mother's  lessons  in  her  dying  hoiu- ! 
How  beautiful  is  piety  in  all ! 
But  O  !  most  beautiful  in  tender  youth, 
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Where  age  may  see  the  image  of  itself, 
Strijipcd  of  the  bare  deirepitude  of  years, 
Lodk  out  in  spirit  from  the  beaming  eye 
That  speaks  "  Immortal  is  the  human  soul !  " 

I  would  not  cramj)  his  tender  mind  with  books, 
But  spread  before  him  Nature's  ghiwing  page, 
In  hope  to  teach  high  principles  of  Love. 
In  all  things  tracing  the  result  of  jilan, 
Of  knowledge  infinite, — of  wis<lom  vast  \ — 
Beginning  with  the  objects  clear  to  sense, 
Tlien  rising  to  the  world  be}'ond  our  view. 
To  treat  of  things  invisible, — sublime, — 
Of  IIiM,  the  all-in-all  creative  mind, 
The  glorious  centre  of  a  wondrous  whole  : 
Thus  in  the  mind  would  I  foundation  lay, 
To  raise  a  temple  consecrate  to  God, 
A  being  worthy  of  the  name  of  Man  ! 

It  was  but  yester-eve  my  gentle  boy 
And  I,  as  is  our  wont,  went  rambling  on 
Through  many  scenes  that  Time  has  rendered  dear. 
Ytiung  Memory  was  alive,  had  spread  her  wings. 
Had  borne  me  over  mountain,  moor,  and  plain, 
And  placed  me  wandering  in  my  native  vale. 
Far,  far  away, — the  home  of  pea<c  and  joy  ! 
And  O  !  such  jjictures  of  the  past  she  drew, 
As  realizes  heaven  to  man  on  earth  ! 
The  sun  was  sinkuig  in  the  glowing  west. 
The  yellow  clouds  were  floating  on  the  air 
Like  ships  of  gold  upon  an  azure  sea. 
Freighted  with  spirits  blest,  sailing  to  heaven. 
The  breeze  was  charged  with  melody,  sweet  sounds 
From  bu'ds,  and  hiumuing  bees  returning  home, 
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Laden  with  sweetest  treasure  from  the  hills 
To  cheer  the  younjx  thinrrs  in  their  lonely  cells, 
And  food  in  plenty  ;   store  ajjainst  the  time 
When  winds  blow  chill  and  hills  are  bleak  and  bare ; 
A  lesson  most  significant  to  man  ! 
Anon,  tlje  shepherd's  pipe,  the  lowing  kine, 
The  gentle  lambkins  l)h'ating  in  the  fold. 
The  whistling  of  the  lazy  hind,  from  toil 
Retnrning  with  his  team,  the  milkmaid's  sons. 
The  choir  of  minstrels  on  their  leafy  boughs, 
The  city's  hum,  the  babbling  stream,  the  chime 
Of  evening  nn'ngling  made  a  concert  wild, 
Most  natural — most  beautiful  and  dear  ! 

Soon,  one  by  one,  these  voices  all  were  hushed ; 
8tar  after  star  with  twinkling  eye  arose  ; 
The  iK!w-bom  moon  came  climbing  up  the  dome 
Of  lieaven's  ethereal  vault ;  her  languid  smiles, 
Though  winsome,  were  as  coldly  drear  as  those 
Dim  lights  which  superstitious  legends  hang 
With  purple  llame  around  the  sepulchre; 
And  still  I  love  the  quiet  twilight  moon — 
^he  cools  the  fever  of  my  busy  brain. 
And  in  her  ceaseless  wanderings  with  one 
Devoted  star  attendant,  seems  to  me 
The  prototype  of  self. 

All  natiu-e  now  was  silent  in  repose  ; 

The  present  seemed  the  stillness  of  the  grave, 

And  sleeping  flowers  flung  out  their  odorous 

breath, 
Filling  the  air  and  eveiy  sense  with  balm. 
In  silent  contemplation  still  I  walked 
Unfit  companion  for  a  lively  boy. 
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Whose  questions  rapid  as  a  torrent  flowed, 

Untired,  untiring.      Looking  in  my  fiice, 

He  marked  the  changes  thought  had  written  there, 

Then  dropped  my  hand  and,  stooping  to  the  ground. 

Picked  up  a  stone  and  flung  it  in  the  air. 

Which  in  its  course  made  music :  "Look," lie  cried, 

"  That  senseless  stone  lias  more  of  life  and  life's 

Companionship  than  has  my  father  now." 

I  felt  the  child's  rebuke  steal  through  my  heart, 

And  fill  its  deeji  recesses  with  regret. 

Anon  he  danced,  he  leaped,  he  laughed,  and  made 

My  youth  return, — I  felt,  like  him,  a  boy ! 

And  now  his  eyes  were  fixed  nj)on  a  star, 

Bright  Venus,  rising  in  her  loveliness. 

Gazing  intently  for  a  while,  he  cried, 

"  0  that  the  heavens  were  indeed  my  home  ! 

Their  walls  so  wide,  their  roof  so  blue  and  high. 

The  windows  all  so  beautifully  l)right ; 

The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars,  and  that  great  star 

So  brilliant  in  itself,  is  like — "  "  Like  what  ?  " 

'■  The  diamond  glittering  on  my  father's  breast ; 

But  larger,  brighter  ;  every  star's  a  world, 

A  world  where  angels  dwell :   if  so,  O  then 

That  star  may  be  my  mother's  heavenly  home. 

And  from  that  home  she  watches  what  we  do, — 

0  father,  how  I  wish  that  I  were  there  ! 
AVhat  joy  to  see  again  my  mother's  face, 

To  feel  again  her  hand  smooth  down  my  hair, 
To  feel  again  her  kisses  till  I  slei^t !  " 

Wondering,  I  gazed  upon  my  oAvn  dear  boy, 
And  clasped  him  to  my  beating  heart, — my  child, — 
How  dearly  then  I  loved  my  darling  child  ! 

1  brushed  the  hair  from  off  his  radiant  brow. 
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So  high,  so  wide,  and  kissed  him  with  delight, 
And  looking  through  liis  beaming  eye,  beheld 
His  mother's  soul  revealed;  those  eyes  her  own, 
So  full  of  hoi^e,  of  piety,  of  love ! 
I  felt  her  sainted  spirit  in  me  burn, 
I  blessed  the  mother  while  I  blessed  the  child, 
And,  blessing,  kissed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  until 
My  heart  gave  way,  and  like  a  child  I  wejit ! 
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THE  REBUKE. 

H  be  not  rash,  condemning  all ! 
Condemn  not  one,  not  one  despise  ; 
Whate'er  his   crime,  whate'er    his 

faU, 
However  deep,  he  yet  may  rise 
Through  timely  aid,  for  aid  brings  peace, 

And  that  repentance  :  thus  is  given 
To  man,  by  God,  a  power  on  earth. 
To  win  an  ei'ring  soul  to  heaven  ! 
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THE    WRECK. 


rRA<iME>TABY    .-KETCH    AT    HASTINGS. 

CLIMHEI)    up  the  clilT  and  the  casUe 

Ami  wi>tt"iilly  ;.';izi(l  upon  !>eft  and  sky  ; 
^    Tlic  liniitle^s  .>ca,  in  its  great  unrest. 
Made  yeasty  the  waves  on  its  billowy  breast : 
They  would  clasp  at  the  moon  in  their  eager  love 
To  leani  the  pa.--ion  by  which  thev  move. 
They  iolle<l  ujid  fretteil  with  silver  tin-  -fiiiml. 
Lapping  the  shingly,  scrratetl  santl. 
As  a  spaniel  will  lick  its  protector's  hand. 


Far,  far  away  in  the  crimsoned  west. 
The  <rreat  sun  sank  to  his  pillowy  rest. 
Lay  down  like  a  king  on  his  ocean  bed. 
With  a  gildcHl  crown  on  his  Knyal  head. 
Embroidered  with  silver  and  gold  and  blue, 
And  pay  were  the  curtain  clouds ;  and  throu^di 
The  chasms,  a  distant  depth  was  seen 
All  dazzlinii  opal,  blue,  and  green. 
Wliilst  tufts  of  clouds  bedappleil  the  sky, 
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Hi'friufietl  with  u  lu^troiH  blrKxl-rod  <lyo. 
The  hmiitl  sails  umlrr  j^hoiie  ghastly  white 
When  finiittcn  with  fitful  fla-xhos  oflijiht; 
Thev  possfd  aiid  itossc<1  all  over  the  sea : 
Like  shuttles  <»f  dodiu,  tliey  seeinetl  to  me 
To  be  wTaviiij:  a  weh  eternally. 
A  web  of  commerce  for  all  the  w«irUl : 
The  fiust  waves  folhiwiiij;,  <ln<.he<l  ami  curled 
Their  feathery  lips,  as  the  ileaviu-:  prow 
Spread  ever  a  wideniufi  wake  t)f  snow. 
Far  t)fr  in  the  we.^t  the  >-ky  wa.s  marred 
IW  level  ilduds  rifted,  L'a.-he<l,  and  starred, 
Hy  a  risiiifjj  wind  whieli  cut  like  a  >\\«inl, 
Makini:  way  for  the  liphUiinji's  awful  word. 

The  pohl  hiul  fatle<l,  the  sky  looked  pale. 

And  n'lethouyht  1  heanl  in  the  rising  gale 

A  long,  long  scream,  then  a  dying  wail. 

From  beyond  the  elilfs.  whose  white  teeth  rise. 

Like  the  teeth  of  a  tiger  when  crouched  he  lies, 

Awaiting  his  viitim  with  lla^hing  eyes. 

He  springs — the  traveller  shrieks  and  dies. 

Again  came  the  wail,  now  near,  then  afar. 
As  if  it  had  slipped  fron>  a  wandering  star  ; 
And  all  through  the  night  came  the  weinl  refrain, 
Like  a  moan  from  the  «lying  who  die  in  pain. 

The  morning  dawned,  and  the  east  wind  blew 
Icy  and  fierce,  and  came  whistling  through 
The  crannies  and  chinks  of  window  and  door, 
And  lifted  the  carpet  upon  the  tloor ; 
But  the  gla<ldening  light  of  a  new  sunrise 
13ro\ight  a  sense  of  relief  to  long  watching  eyes. 
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Then  ridings  cauio,  like  a  terrible  blight, 

Of  the  wreck  of  a  ship  in  the  dai-k,  dark  night, 

As  at  anchor  it  lay  in  a  slieltered  bay. 

At  the  close  of  the  stonny  yestenlay  ; 

Securely  there,  she  rolled  and  heaved 

On  the  moving  tide — none  aboanl  believed 

Or  dreaiut  of  danger,  as  hdled  to  sleep 

On  the  restless  waves  so  blue  and  deep. 

How  little  they  thought  that  their  eyes  no  more 

WoiJd  rajiturcd  gaze  on  their  own  dear  shore. 

A  steam  ship  came  in  the  dead  of  the  night. 
And  struck  her  a  terrible  blow.     In  spite 
Of  the  guns,  and  the  cries,  and  signs  of  distress, 
They  sank  and  they  sank — and  then  they  press 
To  the  rigging  anil  cling.     A  lady  there 
With  glittering  jewels  and  streaming  hair 
Held  fa.st,  but  at  la^t  in  her  faint  despair 
Her  fingers  looseil,  slic  wa."*  seen  to  glide 
And  sink  in  the  yeasty  yawning  tide. 

The  sun  shone  out  on  the  terrible  scene 

Of  havoc  and  loss,  where  yestcr  e'en 

Were  a  thousand  emigrants,  women  and  men, 

Happy,  and  hopeful,  and  joyous,  when 

Suddenly,  awfully,  some  asleep, 

Were  cast  on  the  breast  of  the  merciless  deep, 

Whose  wild  waves  rushing  with  crests  of  snow, 

Kept  tossing  their  victims  to  and  fro, 

And  laid  them  in  order  alone:  the  shore, 

Long  lines  of  corpses — what  more  ?  yea  more. 

See  there,  where  the  tide  in  a  nook  makes  swirl, 
Was  found  the  form  of  a  fair  young  girl, 
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With  long  bnVht  trepscs  of  golden  linir: 
She  seemed,  like  a  delicate  sea  wetti,  m lure 
The  pearly  shells  were  wreathed  and  twined. 
Like  the  rornl  Hn.nnd  her  neck,  and  incline<l 
Us  to  thjilk  that  this  terrible  scene  on  the  wave. 
Was  a  w'reck  and  a  sack  of  a  mermaid's  cave. 
♦  •  •  • 


O,  wlien  will  the  spirit  of  wisdom  teaeh, 
Or  ju>licc  •"teni  make  punishment  reach. 
Those  desperate  men,  who  are  ever  at  fetrife 
With  the  ocean  ;   yet  reckless  of  human  life  ? 
The  signs  of  the  times  they  might  wdl  discern, 
And  the  dullest  of  didlards  of  caj.tauis  learn. 
That  he  who  imperils  a  life  at  sea. 
Imperils  his  own.  or  his  liberty  : 
And  will  from  The  Sbrvice  Koi.l  liaTC  erased 
A  name  degraded — a  man  tlisjiraced. 


■^o 





THE    FOUNDLING. 

ins  is  a  talc  of  simple  pathos,  told 
With  iinin-cmcditatcd  eloquence, 
Of  one  whose  life's  devotion  is  a  type 
Of  many  lives  in  this  our  island  home. 
With    meek,     appealing    eyes    and 
trem'lous  voice, 
She  poured  her  story  in  the  listening  ear 
Of  one  whose  open  hand  and  generous  heart 
"Were  never  closed  against  the  voice  of  woe. 

"  Alone,  alone !  I  feel  I  am  alone, 

A  homeless  one  amid  a  crowd  of  homes, 

A  stranger  in  a  city  fdled  with  life. 

Alone,  alone  !  'tis  satl  to  be  alone, 

A  poor,  a  solitary,  nameless  thing, 

A  sheaf  of  sea- weed  floating  on  the  wave, 

A  wuiged  seed  borne  by  the  breezy  air, 

Knowing  not  whence  I  came,  nor  where  my  rest. 

I  oidy  know  that  here  my  lot  is  cast. 

And  here  a  transitory  home  I  find, 

AVhere  I  may  linger  peacefully  awhile. 

And  hope  to  find  a  sphere  of  usefulness, 

AVhere  I  may  minister  to  ailing  ones  ; 

And  through  the  open  lips  of  spirit  wounds 
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Instil  the  consolatio)!  tliat  I  need 
To  satisfy  the  k)n]L'in<x  of  my  soul! 
Here  every  fibre  of  my  eager  heart 
Expanding,  touches  beings  like  myself, 
Lonely  and  desolate — as  indeed  I  am  ! 

"  Think  not  I  murmur  at  my  dreai-y  lot. 
Or  voice  a  single  word  complainingly. 
No !  Providence  is  kind,  and  gratefid  I 
Will  be  for  ever  more  ti>  those  whose  hearts 
Were  stirred  by  truest  impulse  to  pro\'ide 
For  those  to  whom  earth's  holiest  name's  denied. 
But,  oh  my  hunger  for  a  place  called  Iiome ! 
Tlic  yearning  tiu'obbings  for  a  mother's  breast 
On  which  to  lay  my  weary  head  and  rest ! 

"  The"  tenderest  name  my  lips  have  ever  named, 
Is  Friend  !     The  more  endearing,  fonder  names 
Of  Father,  ^lother,  I  have  never  known  ; 
Nor  home,  nor  kindred  none  ;  nor  ever  shall. 
But  this  I  know,  my  gracious  God  is  good, 
And  all  my  aim  in  life  is  to  administer 
*To  those  who  suffer,  all  the  gootl  I  can. 
From  kindly,  alien  hearts  I  have  received 
The  love  that  swells  my  o\m ;  to  such  I  give 
In  giatitude  the  service  of  my  life. 
And  if  no  parent  smiles  to  urge  me  on, 
'Tis  sweet  to  feel  that  some  will  deign  to  cheer 
With  gentle  words  the  lonely  Foundling's  heart, 
And  strew  some  blossoms  on  her  rugged  way ! 

0  !  He  Who  rules  the  destiny  of  all, 

Will  be  my  guide  through  all  life's  perils  here  : 

1  trust  my  conscience  will  approve  my  deeds, 
And  all  my  actions  be  approved  on  high. 
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"  Could  men  but  feel  the  joy  soft  accents  give  ! 
Could  all  but  feel — I  know  indeed  yon  do — 
The  soothing  balm  a  gentle  word  supplies 
To  my  poor  heart,  and  hear  my  prayers  ascend 
For  yon  and  such  as  you.      I  sleep,  I  dream, 
And  waking  find  my  dreams  have  been  of  you 
Whose  names  I  nuinnur  even  when  I  sleep; 
The  open  ear  that  hears  tlie  orphan's  crv, 
The  loving  heart  that  fosters  friendless  ones, 
The  great  All  Good  that  made  and  governs  all, 
Will  listen  to  the  Foundling's  earnest  prayer, 
And  pour  upon  your  balloted,  h)ving  lives 
The  bounteous  recompense  your  deeds  deserve." 

He  heanl  no  more,  but  gently  loosed  the  hand 
80  closely  clasped,  and  silent  tunicd  away  ! 


WORDS. 


"  Words,  Words,  Words."— IlAHLrr. 

'OKDS!  wondrous  words  !  so  fine, 
so  full  of  power 
To  soothe  or  thrill  the  heart's 

vibrating  chords. 
i\Ian'.s  brain's  a  crucible  where, 
hour  by  hour. 
The  golden  thought's  transmuted  into  words! 
For  noblest  word  !  is  purest,  loftiest  thought. 
To  faultless  form  and  perfect  utterance  wrought! 

The  quickening  Voice  that  spoke  mankind  at  first! 

Had  earlier  pierced  the  dark  chaotic  night, 
♦Where  earth  fiir  countless  ages  had  been  nursed, 

And  bade  it  roll  in  beauty  into  light ; 
The  Master's  word  infolds  the  Master's  will 
'Tis  heaiil :  winds  cease,  and  raging  seas  ai-e  still. 

The  Great  High  Triest,  Creator,  God  of  all, 
The  Voice  paternal,  Eden's  garden  walked. 

Taught  man  his  speech,  that  man  on  Him  might 
call, 
Then  God  and  man  like  friends  familiar  talked. 

But  pitying  Heaven  soon  man  a  rebel  saw — 

God  veiled,  but  spake,  the  Word  became  our  law. 
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Some  words  are  weak,  however  loud  their  tone ! 

Some  words  potential,  though  in  whispers  given, 
Bj  gentlest  forces  Nature's  power  is  shown. 

As  rocks  by  gliding  streams  arc  rent  and  i-iven. 
The  mightiest  jjower  is  viewless,  but  increases 
From  hour  to  hour,  till  all  obstruction  ceases. 

All  thoughts  arc  pure  to  those  who  purely  think  : 
All  words  are  true  to  those  who  truly  read  ; 

Ti'uth's  well  is  clear  to  all  who  clearly  ch-ink  ; 
And  man  must  reap  whate'er  he  sows  as  seed  ! 

From  minds  corrupt,  corrupting  thoughts  will  flow. 

As  stagnant  pools  must  poisonous  herbage  show. 

Thoujih  words  be  au\  and  air  the  softest  breath 
That  bears  the  summer  perfumes  in  its  breeze, 

One  word  may  rouse  and  tling  with  aiTowy  scath 
The  whirling  light — make  wild  the  slumbering 
seas  : 

Hot,  seething,  furious,  faming,  chafes  the  main ! 

Another  word — and  all  is  peace  again. 

The  first  gi'eat  words  were  uttered,  Light  and  Life, 
With  second  words  came  Charity  aud  Love  ; 

The  third,  to  come  through  death,  relieves  from 
strife, 
And  conquering  leads  to  angel  homes  above. 

From  pain,  from  care,  fi'om  every  peril  free, 

Around  its  brow  the  ^vi'eath  of  victoiy  ! 

The  great  Omniscient  fills  the  teeming  earth, 

Ilis  beauty  seen,  His  voice  controlling  heard 
From  mp-iad  tongues,  of  low  or  lofty  birth. 
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Hearts  throb,  eyes  glisten,  when  the  soul  is 
stirred 
By  men  inspired,  who  speak  in  words  of  flame 
What  all  have  felt,  but  only  they  could  frame. 

When  close  tumultuous  numbers  madly  pressed, 
The  patriot  poet  calmly  stood  on  high ; 

Stretched  forth  his  hand,  laid  bare  his  manly  breast. 
While  fury  flashe<l  from  many  a  frenzied  eye. 

His  voice  prevailed,  the  murderous  myriads  swayed, 

Spellbound,  they  listened,  melted,  and  obeyed  ! 

The  craven  ci-owd  before  the  tumult  fled. 

One  man  alone  stood  firm — his  weapon  ivords. 

Amazed,  they  halted,  cheered  him  as  a  god. 
Threw  up  their  caps,  and  sheathed  theii'  thirsty 
swords. 

Such  marvellous  power  rebellious  France  has  seen, 

And  such  thy  deathless  glory,  Lamartine  ! 

Despise  not  words,  the  garments  of  the  soul ; 
>  One  thoughtless  word  may  bring  an  age  of  pain. 
Words  once  let  fall  defy  thy  vain  control, 

They  work  their  work,  but  \d\\  return  again 
To  bless,  or  cui-se,  the  tongue  tliat  gave  them  life. 
Watch  well  thy  tongue,  and  keep  thyself  fi'om 
strife. 

Words !  wondi'ous  words !  so  fine,  so  full  of  power 
To  soothe  or  thrill  the  heart's  vibrating  chords. 

Man's  brain's  a  crucible  where,  hour  by  hour, 
The  golden  thought's  transmuted  into  words ! 

For  noblest  word  !  is  purest,  loftiest  thought 

To  faultless  form  and  perfect  utterance  wrought ! 


MY    HOOKS. 


LOVE  my  books  an  tlninkanls  love  their 

wiiio ; 
Tlic  more  I  drink,  the  more  they  seem 

divine  ; 
With  joy  elate  my  soul  in  love  runs  o'er, 
And  each  fresh  ihau}.dit  is  sweeter  than  befi)re  ! 
Books  bring  me  friends  where'er  on  earth  I  be, 
Solace  of  solitude, — bonds  of  soeiety  ! 


I  love  my  books  !  they  are  companions  dear, 
Sterlin<r  in  worth,  in  friendship  most  sincere ; 
Here  talk  I  with  the  wise  in  ajres  fjone. 
And  with  the  mibly  gifte«l  of  oiu-  own  : 
If  hive,  joy,  laufrhter,  sorrow  please  my  mind, 
Love,  joy,  grief,  laughter  in  my  books  I  find. 


LYRICS,   SONGS,   AND   SONNETS. 


"  Ev'ij  then  a  wUh  (I  mind  its  power), 
A  wish  that  to  my  Itttent  hour 

Shull  strongly  heave  my  breast. 
That  I  fiir  poor  uuld  Siotlimd's  sake. 
Some  usefu'  phtii  or  heiik  muM  muke. 

Or  !.mg  II  soiii!  ut  least." 
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HAST   THOU  A    FRIEND? 


^AST  thou  a  friend  ?  Oh  hold  him  last, 
Fling  not  his  hand  away  ; 
Thou  of  a  treasure  art  jtossessed 

Thoult  find  not  every  day: 
Oh  let  no  hasty  woixl  or  look, 
Blttt  out  his  name  from  memory's  book. 


A  Friend !  to  man  the  noblest  gift 
That  Heaven  has  in  its  power ; 

Stronger  than  death,  and  yet,  most  strange, 
More  frail  than  feeblest  flower: 

For  that  which  braved  the  storm  severe, 

May  yet  be  blighted  by  a  sneer ! 

He  may  have  errors  ;  who  has  not  ? 

"Who  dares  perfection  claim  ? 
God  gave  thy  friend  some  worthy  parts, 

Fix  all  thv  heart  on  them. 
His  virtues  rightly  drawn — I  ween 
His  faults  in  shade  will  not  be  seen. 


If  thou  would'st  keep  thy  friend  thine  own, 
Be  open,  be  sincere  ; 
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What  thou  unto  thyself  art  known, 

Such  to  thy  friend  appear ; 
'Twixt  hira  and  thee  have  no  disguise  ; 
In  this  true  friendship's  secret  lies. 

Thou  hast  a  friend !  oh  hold  him  fast ; 

Fling  not  his  hand  away  ; 
Thou  of  a  treasure  art  possessed 

That's  found  not  every  day ; 
Oh  let  no  hasty  word,  or  look, 
Blot  thy  fi-iend's  name  fi-om  thy  heart's  book  ! 

1847. 


WHO   DARES  TO   SCORN? 


'IIO  dares  to  scorn  the  meanest 
thing, 
Tlie  linmblest  weed  tliat  grows, 
While  pleasure  spreads  its  joyous 
wing 

•   On  every  breeze  that  blows  ! 
The  simplest  flower  that  hidden  blooms, 

The  lowliest  on  the  ground. 
Is  lavish  of  its  rare  perfumes, 
And  scatters  sweetness  round. 


Tlie  poorest  friend  upholds  a  part 

Of  life's  harmonious  plan; 
The  weakest  hand  may  have  the  ai't 

To  serve  the  strongest  man  ; 
The  bii'd  that  highest,  clearest  sings 

To  greet  the  morning's  birth, 
Falls  doAvn  to  drink,  with  folded  wings, 

Love's  rapture  on  the  eai'th. 

From  germs  too  small  for  mortal  sight 
Grow  all  things  that  are  seen  ; 

The  floating  particles  of  light 
Weave  nature's  robe  of  green  ; 
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Tbf  iui>tcs  that  fill  the  sunny  rays 
Build  ocean,  earth  and  sky — 

The  wimdrous  orbs  that  round  us  blaze 
Are  motes  to  Deity. 

Life,  love,  devotion,  closely  twine 

Like  tree,  and  flower,  and  fruit — 
They  ripen  by  a  power  divine, 

Are  fed  by  leaf  and  root. 
The  man  who  would  be  truly  great 

Must  venture  to  be  small  : 
On  airy  rolunuis  rests  the  dome 

That  shining  circles  all. 

Small  <lutics  grow  to  mighty  deeds  : 

Small  words  to  thoughts  of  power  ; 
Great  forests  spring  from  tiny  seeds. 

As  moments  make  the  hour  ; 
And  life — howe'er  it  lowly  grows. 

The  essence  to  it  given  ; 
Like  oilour  from  the  breathing  rose. 

Floats  evermore  to  heaven. 

1834. 
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MAY-DAY. 


Invocation. 


I  IE  bitin<r  wintry  winds  are  laid, 

And  sprinj;  comes  carolling  o'er 
the  earth ; 
Mead,   monntain,   glen,  and    forest 
glade 

Art-  ringing  witli  nu'ltwlidus  mirtli. 
The  fields  have  dolled  their  ^^ol)er  brown, 

And  donned  theii'  robes  of  lovely  green. 
On  level  mead,  on  breezy  do«"u. 

Are  flowers  in  oonntless  myriads  seen. 
Come  tbrth,  come  forth,  enjoy  the  day, 
And  welcome  song-inspiring  May  ! 


Through  bud  and  branch,  and  gnarled  trunk. 

To  deepest  root,  when  quickening  light 
Touches  the  torpid  juices,  sunk 

In  slumber  by  the  winters  might. 
Electric  currents  tingling  rise. 

Each  circle  swells  with  life  anew : 
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A\'ide  opening  to  the  siiimy  skies, 

Young  grateful  blossoms  clrink  the  dew. 
Come  forth,  time-fiirrowed  age,  and  say 
If  anything  feels  old  in  May  ? 

Step  o'er  the  brook,  climb  up  the  bank, 

And  peep  beneath  those  withered  leaves — 
Among  the  roots  with  wild  weeds  rank  ; 

See  how  the  pregnant  earth  uj)heaves 
AVith  pulsing  life  !    How  qniveringly 

Tlie  timid  young  flowers,  blushing,  bend 
Their  gentle  hea(l<,  where  modesty 

And  all  the  graces  sweetly  blend. 

Come  forth,  come  forth,  ye  young,  and  say 
What  cheeks  can  vie  with  rosy  May  ? 

From  desk  and  'Change  come  forth  and  rano-e  ; 

From  clanging  forge,  and  shop,  and  mill ; 
F'rom  crowded  room,  from  board  and  loom. 

Come  !  bid  the  rattling  wheels  be  still. 
Come,  old  and  young,  come,  strong  and  weak, 

Indulge  the  limb  and  brain  with  rest. 
Come,  gushing  youth  and  wrinkled  cheek, 

In  leism'e  feel  your  labour  blest. 

Come  forth,  come  forth,  and  hail  the  day. 
Come,  welcome  in  the  glorious  May  ! 

Come,  ere  the  dappled  East  has  bunied — 
Made  molten  gold  the  winding  stream  ; 

Come,  ere  the  fiery  sun  has  turned 
The  pearly  dew  to  misty  steam  ; 

Come,  ere  the  lark  has  left  his  nest. 
Or  lambkin  bleated  on  the  hill ; 
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Come,  see  how  nature  looks  in  rest, 
And  learn  tlie  bliss  of  being  still. 

Come  forth,  come  forth,  and  hail  the  day  ! 
Come,  welcome  blossom-teeming  May  ! 

^olian  fnurmurs  swell  the  breeze. 

Enchant  the  ear,  and  charm  the  brain  ; 
While  merry  bells  and  humming  bees 

Fill  up  the  burden  of  tlie  strain. 
On  earth,  in  air,  oli,  everywhere, 

A  brighter  gloi-y  shines  to-day  ; 
Old  bards  reveal  how  birds  prepare 

Xew  songs  to  herald  jovous  ]Mav. 

Come  forth,  come  forth,  nor  lingering  stay. 
Come,  croAvn  with  flowers  the  matchless  May  ! 


Consummation. 

No  trumpet's  thrilling  call  is  heard 

To  servile  host  or  lordly  crest, 
But  that  mysterious,  viceless  word. 

By  which  the  world  is  onward  prest — 
AVhich  bids  the  grass  in  beauty  grow, 

And  stars  their  path  of  glory  keep. 
Makes  winds  and  waves  harmonious  flow. 

And  fb-eaniing  infants  smile  in  sleep. 
That  voice,  resistless  in  its  sway. 
Turns  winter  wild  to  flowery  May. 

From  edges  of  the  dusky  shade. 
That  canopies  the  restless  town. 

Come  ti-ooping  many  a  youth  and  maid, 
With  flushing  face  and  tresses  brown. 
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Iliirh  hopes  have  they,  their  hearts  to  please, 

They  seek  the  wihl  wood's  hauntetl  dell : 
They  laiifrhing  eome,  by  twos  and  threes, 
liut  cliielly  twos.      I  mark  tliein  well — 
So  trimly  drest,  so  blithe  and  gav, 
"With  them  it  seems  'tis  always  May. 

They  steep  their  kercliiefs  in  the  dew; 

Then  follow  won<lroiis  wrin'NUfs  out  : 
As  winged  seeds  were  blown,  they  knew 

What  laggard  lovers  were  about. 
Some  pluck  the  glowing  leaves  to  learn 

If  love  declared  be  love  sintere  ; 
Or  in  red  ragged  streaks  discern 

Love  lost,  and  virtue's  burning  tear. 
Oh,  love  is  earnest  though  in  play. 
When  comes  the  love-inciting  May. 

With  hawthorn  blooms  and  speckled  shells,' 

Chaplcts  are  twined  for  blushing  brows  ; 
While  gipsies  work  their  magic  spells, 

And  lovers  pledge  their  deathless  vows. 
Then  round  and  round  with  many  a  bound, 

Thev  tread  the  mystic  fairv  rin'r. 
The  silent  woods  have  voices  found, 

And  echoing  chorus  while  they  sing : 

"  With  shout  and  song,  and  dance  and  play, 
We  welcome  in  the  peerless  May  !  " 


'  In  some  parts  of  the  north  of  England  they  form 
chaplets  for  ^lay-day  with  flowers  and  speckled  shells 
of  eggs,  as  here  described. 
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Linked  hand  in  hand,  their  tripping  feet 

Keep  time  to  niirtli'.s  inspiring  voiee  ; 
They  wheel  and  meet,  advance,  retreat, 

Till  happy  hearts  in  love  rejoice. 
The  rinii  is  t'ormed  for  kisses  sly — 

Leaping  and  racing  o'er  the  plain  ; 
The  young  wish  time  would  quicker  fly, 

The  old  wish  they  were  young  again. 
Away  with  care  :  no  cares  to-day  ! 
Care  slumber.s  on  the  lap  of  May  ! 

The  voice  that  ba<le  them  welcome  fortli. 

Xow  gently,  kindly  whisper.s  ''  Home ! " 
To-day  has  been  a  day  of  mirth, 

To-moiTow  steraer  duties  come. 
Sucli  pleasures  nerve  the  arm  for  strife, 

Bring  joyous  thoughts  and  golden  dreams, 
To  mingle  Mith  the  web  of  life — 

And  memory  store  with  wootls  and  streams. 
Such  joys  drive  cankering  care  away; 
Then  ever  welcome,  flowery  May  ! 

Ma>/  1,  1852. 


LIFE. 


IFE  ever  striving,  i-cstless,  and  driving, 
All  is  mysterious  ;  Avho  shall  decide 
Whith  is  the -best,  labour  or  rest? 
Pleasures  are  bubbles  that  float  on 
its  tide  ; 
Glancing  and  gleaming,  beautiful  seeming, 

Touch  them  they  vanish,  and  where  have  they 
flown  ? 
Where  ?  ah  where  ?   They  have  melted  in  air, 
And  hearts  they  had  gladden'd  are  weeping  alone. 


Patiently  ever  Time  mingles  together 

The  idle,  the  vain,  and  the  workers  for  bread, 
Sighing  or  singing,  merry  bells  ringing. 

And  blending  with  others  that  toll  for  the  dead ! 
Pomp  and  perplexity,  wealth  and  advei'sity, 

Jumble  and  jostle  their  way  in  the  street; 
Ease  and  anxiety,  want  and  satiety. 

Weave  them  a  woof  that  is  never  complete ! 

Listless,  repining,  worthless  and  whining, 
Many  of  life  make  a  Avretched  display  ; 

While  health  with  its  treasures,  and  youth  with 
its  pleasures 
Can  nestle  and  laugh  among  sweet-scented  hay. 
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Toiling  or  playing  admit  no  delaying — 
Eai-nest  in  everything,  such  be  oiu-  plan  ; 

Faithful,  confiding — a  friend's  errors  hidino- ! 
Making  of  all  thhigs  the  best  that  we  can. 

Some  may  despise  life  !  Folly  defies  life  ! 

O  chd\'ish  it  dearly,  for  brief  is  its  stay  ! 
Stand  to  it  bravely,  joyfully,  gravely, 

Life  is  a  game  that  is  pleasant  to  play ! 
And  when  all  is  over,  around  us  may  hover 

Angel  bands  singing  "  'Tis  fading  away," 
The  wounded  heart  healing  and  gently  revealiuT 

A  life  without  sorrow — Eternal  the  day. 

1858. 


MANSFIELD.' 

DOWX  tlic  Xith  a  stran<rer  caiuc, 
Unstanipc<l  witli  title,  hirth,  or  fame ; 
A  Poet's  wanntli  his  only  claim 
v#  To  halt  awiiileat  Man.xficUl  ; 

He  came  by  hills  high,  bleak,  and  bare ; 
So  crisp  and  clear  the  autumn  air, 
A  charm  to  banish  every  care 

Was  founfl  at  pleasant  Mansfield. 

Tliou;.'h  mDniiii;:  skies  lookeil  leaden  grey, 
The  dr'zzlin;;  mist  soon  rolled  away, 
And  only  brighter  left  the  day, 

That  smiling  shone  on  Mansfield. 
So  high  amonir  the  mo\intains  placed, 
Re<laimed  with  >kiil,  adorned  witli  taste, 
A  garden  comiuered  from  the  waste, 

An  Eden  made  of  Mansfield. 

O'er  Corsoncon  the  wnds  may  sweep 
With  freezing  breath  when  snow  lies  deep  ; 


'  The  residence  of  Sir  James  Stuart  Menteth,  Bart., 
near  New  Cummock.  A}Tshirc. 
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But  desolating  storms  must  keep 

Their  circuit  wide  of  Mansfield: 

The  birds  that  llv  before  the  gale. 

Instinctive  seek  the  sheltered  vale, 

And  find— when  other  haunts  mav  fail — 
A  safe  retreat  at  Mansfield. 

O  may  the  streandet  Imhlding  neiu' 
Dance  on  for  ever  brisk  and  clear, 
To  please  the  eye  and  charm  the  ear 

Of  all  who  stay  at  Maiisfu-ld  ! 
()  who  could  help  l)ut  love  the  place 
Where  Art  with  Nature  blent  we  trace; 
Though  most  we  love  the  gentle  "-race 

That  meets  a  friend  at  Mansfield. 

Yet,  eyes  imtrained  may  fail  to  see 
In  hill  and  glen,  in  stream  and  tree, 
The  beauty  all  so  plain  to  me 

\\hen  waixlering  over  Mansfield  ; 
For  judgment,  ruled  by  sight  alone, 
Detects  no  fire  within  the  stone. 
Nor  in  the  strinir  the  meltins  tone 

That  thrills  tlie  heart  at  Mansfield. 

As  mountain  torrents,  rushing  by, 
INIake  smooth  the  rocks  that  in  them  lie  ; 
So  time  refineth  lineage  hiuh — 

The  Princely  line  of  Mansfield. 
^Miile  seasons,  years,  and  cycles  roll. 
And  crowd  with  change  Time's  awful  scroll, 
^lay  there  be  found  a  kindly  soul 

To  rule  the  house  of  Mansfield  ! 
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False  friends  turn  base  when  fortune  frowns 
^Ican  man  his  brother  man  disowns  ; 
Misfortune  like  a  halo  crowns 

The  brows  of  man  at  Mansfield. 
When  losses  sear,  and  men  oppress  ; 
And  sorrow  follows  deej)  distress, 
If  honour  lives,  the  warm  caress 

Is  ne'er  denied  at  Mansfield. 

The  stran<rer  gone  no  more  may  view 
Those  gables  quaint,  that  ancient  yew, 
Nor  odorous  flowers  of  every  hue 

Tliat  belt  witli  blossom  ^Mansfield  : 
Like  them  his  eyes  with  dew  may  iill, 
And  sympathetic  tears  distil ; 
But  neither  time  nor  space  can  chill 

His  memory  of  Mansfield. 

1859. 
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MY  BONNIE   WEE   WIFIE. 


Y  bonuie  wee  wifie,  I'm  \\acfu'  to 

leave  thee, 
To  leave  thee  sae  lanely  an'  far  frae 

me ; 
Come   iii^lit   and  come  morning, 
■  I'll  soon  be  returning, 
Then,  oh  my  dear  witie,  liow  liappy  we'll  be ! 
Oh,  cauld  is  the  night,  and   the  way   dreigh  an 
di'eai'y, 
The  snaw's  drifting  blindly  o'er  moorland  an'  lea; 
All  nature  looks  eerie ;   how  can  she  be  cheery  ? 
Since  weel  she  maun  ken  I  am  parted  frae  thee  ! 


Oh,  wae  Ls  the  lammie  that's  lost  its  dear  mammie, 

An'  waefu'  the  bird  that  sits  chirping  alane ; 
The  plaints  they  are  makmg,  their  wee  bit  hearts 
breaking, 

Are  throbbmgs  o'  pleasm-e  compai-ed  wi'  my  pain. 
The  sun  to  the  simmer,  the  bark  to  the  timmer, 

The  sense  to  the  saiil,  an'  the  light  to  the  e'e. 
The  bud  to  the  blossom,  sae  thou'rt  to  my  bosom ; 

Oh,  wae's  my  heart  wifie,  when  parted  frae  thee ! 

G 
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MV  BOX  ME  WEE  WIFIE. 


There's  nae  guid  availin<;  in  weeping  or  wailing, 
Should  frien'ship  be  failing  wi'  fortune's  decay  ! 
Love  in  our  hearts  jflowuig,  its  riches  bestowing, 
iJequeatlis  us  a  treasure  man  takes  not  away. 
Let  nae  anxious  feeling  creep  o'er  thy  heart, 
stealing 
The  bloom  fraethy  cheek,  when  tliou'rt  thinking 
of  nie. 
Come  night  and  come  morning,    I'll  then  be  re- 
turning, 
Nae  nuiir  cozie  wifie  we  parted  shall  be. 

1843. 


A   THOUGHT. 

,  "^yf  HNS  lives  like  waves  in  (juicksuc- 
-'■m,  cession  rise, 

I    ,1^     And   heave,  and  roll,  and  break 
j^^jl  upon  the  shore  ; 

Youth  follows  childhood,  manhood 
follows  youth, 
Old  age  succeeds,  then  death,  and  all  is  o'er  ! 

Or,  like  the  peals  of  some  fur-distant  bell. 

Knell    follows   knell,    and    chime   succeeds    to 
chime, 

Death  follows  life, — life  ever  springs  from  death  : 
Thus  endlessly  revolves  tlie  chain  of  Time  ! 


^B 

M 

^ 

OUR   WEDDIXG   DAY. 


Dkar  AViFE :  — 


INCH  six-and-tliirty  years  iigo, 
AVliat  surjxiiig  tides  ot'joy  unil  wue 
Have  passed  o'er  us,  we  only  know  ! 


\Vhilst  old  friends  f'a<le,  new  friends 
arise ; 
AVliat  shadowy  jrlodiu,  wliat  sunny  skies, 
Alternate  jiass  before  our  eyes! 


Yet  sweet  birds  sing  as  then  they  sang ; 
The  wild  flowers  spring  as  then  they  sprang  ; 
And  joy  bells  ring  as  then  they  rang  ! 

Grey  hairs  may  glisten,  where  of  yore 
Dark  tresses  waved  thy  temples  o'er — 
But  vet  I  love  thee  more  and  more. 


For  more  and  more,  to  sonl  and  sense 
Have  ripened  all  those  virtues,  whence 
Come  all  my  love  of  life  intense  ! 
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And  now  whilst  seated  side  by  side, 
Thou'rt  still  my  blessing  and  my  pride, 
Fai*  more  than  when  thou  wert  my  bride. 

It  may  be  that  our  eyes  grow  dim — 
What  matter  if  before  them  swim 
Angelic  visions  bright  of  Him  ! 

Of  Clm'st,  ill  whom  all  love  we  trace, 
The  perfect  model  of  our  race 
Who  beckons  us  !  And  face  to  face 

When  wc  shall  meet  Him,  may  it  be 
Tliat  wc  sliall  all  His  Glory  see, 
And  hear  Iliiu  welcome  thee  and  mc ! 

And  with  that  welcome,  hand  in  hand, 
^lav  wc  as  bride  and  bridegroom  stand, 
Co-heu-s  of  all  that  liappy  land! 

1874. 


TOGETHER. 


A    SOXG. 


0(;  HTIIER,  dearest,  we  have  played, 
-— ^         As  girl  and  boy  together ; 

Tlirough    storm    and   calm,   in    sun 
and  shade, 
In  spring  or  vnntry  weather. 
Oh  !  every  pang  that  stinging  came 

But  made  our  love  the  dearer ; 
If  danger  lowered — 'twas  all  the  same, 
We  only  clung  the  nearer. 


In  riper  years,  when  all  the  world 

Lay  bathed  in  light  before  us. 
And  life  in  rainbow  hues  unftu-led 

Its  glowing  banner  o'er  us. 
Amid  the  beauty  storms  would  rise 

And  dowers  collapsing  ^^^ther, 
And  open  friends  turn  hidden  foes. 

Yet  were  we  blest  together. 


But  now  the  battle's  fought  and  won. 
And  care  with  life  is  flying, 
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While,  settint:  ^*l<)\vly  like  the  sun, 
AmhitiunV  fires  ari-  dyiiij:. 

We  jriither  hope  with  tmlinfr  strength, 
And  jro,  we  know  not  whither, 

Contented  it' in  deiitli  at  last 
We  .sleep  in  jieate  together. 

1856. 


--i2:#fe:^ 


LOVE   AND   BEAUTY 


IlKX  fairest  thing;*  of  earth   be- 
come. 
Then    nearer    they    appi-oach 
decay : 
Death  hides  him  in  their  freshest 
lilooni. 
They  hud.  l)looin.  wither,  in  a  <lay 
'I'he  flower  falls,  its  hues  are  gone, 
The  frajrrance  of  its  life  lives  on. 


T  thought  that  Beauty  was  Love's  shn'ne. 
That  lip.s,  cheeks,  eyes,  and  motion  were 

Its  ministers,  themselves  divine  : 

They  fade<l.  still  Lore  lingered  there ! 

Youth,  Strength,  and  Beauty  quickly  fly. 

Love's  essence  lives  and  cannot  die  I 


OUR    SHIP. 


:>  1 


i.l    SON'G,  a  soiijr,  brave  hearts,  a  song 

'I'o  the  shij)  in  which  we  ride; 
Fl    Tliat  bears  us  alonjor  right  galhmtly. 
Defying  lioth  time  and  tide. 
Away,  away,  by  niglit  and  (hiv, 
Propelled  by  steam  anil  wind  ; 
Tlie  watery  waste  before  her  lies, 
And  a  flaming  wake  behind. 

Then  a  Im  and  a  hip,  to  the  gallant  ship. 

That  carries  us  o'er  the  sea. 
Through  stt)rm  and  foam,  to  a  western  home — 
A  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 


With  a  fearless  bound  to  the  depths  profound, 

She  rushes  with  proud  disdain  : 
While  pale  lips  tell  the  fears  that  swell. 

Lest  she  never  should  rise  again. 


'  Written  on  board  the Cunard  steamer"  Niagara," 
and  set  to  music  by  Mr.  Hutton,  who  was  a  fellow- 
passenger,  and  sung  with  much  success  by  him  in  his 
professional  tour  in  the  United  States. 
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^V^th  a  coilrser's  pride,  she  jiaws  tlie  tide, 

Uidjridled  by  1>it  I  tn»w; 
While  the  churlish  sea  she  dashes  with  glee, 
In  a  cataract  from  her  prow. 

Tlicn  a  lii>  and  a  hip,  to  the  ffallant  shiji, 

Tliat  carries  us  o'er  the  sea, 
Tbroufrh  storm  and  foam,  to  a  westemhome — 
A  home  of  the  liravc  and  free. 

She  bears  not  on  boanl  a  lawless  horde, 

Piratic  in  thought  and  (Iced  ; 
Yet  the  sword  they  would  draw  in  defence  of  law. 

In  the  nation's  hour  of  need  : 
Professors  and  ])oets,  and  merchantmen. 

Whose  voy agings  never  cease, 
Prom  shore  to  .shore,  the  wide  world  o'er; 
Their  bonds  are  the  bcmds  of  peace. 

Then  a  ho  and  a  hip,  to  the  gallant  ship, 

That  carries  us  o'er  the  sea, 
Throngh  storm  and  foam,  to  a  western  home — 
A  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 

She  boasts  the  brave,  the  dutiful, 

The  agcfl  au<l  the  yotmg  ; 
And  woman  briglit  and  beautiful, 

And  cliihlhood's  prattling  tongue. 
"With  a  dip  and  a  rise,  like  a  bird  she  flies. 

And  we  fear  not  the  storm  or  squall ; 
For  faithful  officers  guide  the  helm. 
And  heaven  protects  us  all. 

Then  a  ho  and  a  hip,  to  the  gallant  ship. 

That  carries  us  o'er  the  sea, 
Throujrh  storm  and  foam,  to  a  western  home — 
A  home  of  the  brave  and  fi-ee. 

1848. 


TRUTH   AND   HONOUR. 

A    SONG    FOE    ALL    SEASONS. 

>fl^  F  wealth  thou  art  wooing,  or  title,  or  fame, 
There  is  that  in  the  doing,  brings  honour 

or  shame ; 
There   is    something    in   running    lilVs 
perilous  race, 
AVill  stamp  thee  as  worthy,  or  brand  thee  as  liase : 
Oh,  then  be  a  IVTax,  and  wliatcver  betide. 
Keep  Truth  thy  companion,  and  lioxocR 
thy  guide. 

If  a  king,  be  thv  kingshij)  right  royally  showni, 
And  trust  to  thy  subjects  to  shelter  thy  throne; 
Rely  not  on  weapons,  or  armies  of  might, 
But  on  that  which  endnreth — rlaws,  loving  and 
right ; 
Though  a  King  be  a  Man,  and  whatever 

betide. 
Keep  Trcth  thy  companion,  and  Honour 
thy  guide. 

If  a  noble,  remember  though  ancient  thy  blood. 
The  heart  truly  noble,  is  that  which  is  good  ; 
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Should  a  stain  of  dishonour  eiicrimson  thv  brow 
Thou  art  slave  to  the  j)ca.sunt  that  sweats  at  the 
pliiujxli : 
He  NoiiLK  as  Man,  and  wliatever  hetidc, 
Keej)  Tbitii  tliy  companion,  and  IIoxole 
thy  gnide. 

If  a  hu'band,  or  lover,  be  fuitlifnl  iinil  kind, 
For  douhtinir  is  death,  to  the  sensitive  mind; 
Love's  exquisite  passion  a  breath  may  destroy  : 
Who  soweth  in  faith  reaitcth  harvests  of  jov. 
Love  dij.'nifR's  man.  and  whatever  betide, 
Keep  Tbith  thy  companion,  and  Honocb 
thy  guide. 

If  a  father,  be  firm,  yet  forgiving  ;  and  prove 
How  the  ihihl  honours  him  who  robnketh  in  love  ; 
If  rich,  or  if  poor — or  wliate'er  thou  mayst  be, 
llemember.  tlie  truthful  alone  are  they're^. 

Erect  in  thy  manhood — whatever  betide. 
Keep  Tbitii  thy  ccunpanion,  and  Honolb 
thy  guide. 

Then,  though  sickness  may  come,  and  misfortune 

may  fall. 
Tliere  is  that  in  thy  bosom  snrviveth  tlicm  all; 
Trlth — IIoNoi  R — LovK — Friendshii'.  no  tem- 
pests can  pale. 
They  are  beacons  of  light  in  adversity's  gale. 

Oh,  the  Maxlikk  is  (Juiji.ike,  no  ill  shall 

beti<le. 
While  Tbith's  thy  companion  and  Honovr 
thy  guide. 


THE    LIME-TREE. 

1N(..     ^iii.i:    the    LInu' — the     otlorous 
Lime ! 
\\  ith  tassels  of  gold  nnd  leaves  so 
green. 
It  ever  has  made  tlie  pleasantest  shade 
For  lovers  to  loiter  ami  talk  \inseeii — 
"When  high  overhead  its  arms  are  spread, 

And  liees  are  busily  huzzing  anmnd, 
Wlien  sunlight  and  shade  a  woot'huve  laid 
Of  llitkiring  net-wi>rk  on  the  ground. 
I  love  the  Lime — the  o«lorous  Lime ! 

Witli  tassels  of  gold  and  leaves  so  green: 
To  its  balmy  Imwer  in  the  noontide  hour 
Is  waftetl  pleasure  on  wings  unseen. 

"When  the  Switzer  fouglit,  and  gallantly  wrought 

His  charter  of  free<loni  with  Ix.w  and  spear, 
A  branch  was  torn  from  the  Lime,  and  borne 

As  the  i)atriot's  hope  and  the  tyrant's  fear. 
They  proudlv  tell  where  the  herald  youth  fell 

With  the  living  branch  in  his  dying  hand. 
Blood-hallowed  the  tree  is  of  liberty — 

The  sacred  symbol  in  Switzerland. 
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O  the  Lime — the  odorous  Lime  ! 

With  tassels  of  gold,  and  leaves  so  green  ; 
The  whisperings  heard  when  its  leaves  are 
stirred 
Are   the  voices   of  martyrs  that  prompt 
nnseen. 

I  love  it  tlie  more  for  tlie  days  of  yore, 

And  the  avenue  leading — I  tell  not  where  ; 
But,  there  was  a  bower,  and  a  witching  flower 
Of  gi-acefullest  bea'uty  grew  ripening  there. 
From  valley  and  hill,  from  forge  and  mill. 

From  neighboin-ing  hamlets  murmurs  stole ; 
But  the  sound  most  dear  to  my  sensitive  ear 
Was  a  musical  whisper  that  thrilled  my  soul. 
O  the  Lime — the  odorous  Lime  ! 

With  tassels  of  gold  and  leaves  so  green  : 
It  ever  has  made  the  plcasantest  shade 
For  lovers  to  wander  and  woo  unseen. 

When  the  garish  noon  had  passed,  and  the  moon 

Came  silvering  forest,  and  lake,  and  toAver, 
In  the  hush  of  the  night,  so  calm  and  bright, 

How  silent  and  sweet  was  the  Linden  bower. 
They  may  boast  of  their  forests  of  larch  and  pine, 

Of  maple  and  elm,  and  scented  thorn, 
Of  ash  and  of  oak,  defying  the  stroke 
Of  the  tempest  on  pinions  of  fury  borne  : 
Give  me  the  Lime — the  odorous  Lime ! 

AVith  tassels  of  gold  and  leaves  so  green  ; 
The  vows  that  are  made  beneath  its  s'.iade 
Are  throb bings  of  spu-its  that  bless  unseen. 

WoLLATON  Hall,  1851. 


SONG. 


ING,  lady,  sintr — and  only  sing 
The  song  you  sing  so  well ; 
Its   touching   strains   sweet    raptures 
bring, 
And  bind  me  with  their  spell : 
Enrapt,  I  nothuig  seem  to  hear 
■  Beyond  the  sweet  refrain, 
Embrachig  all  the  heart  holds  dear ; 
So  sing  that  sons;  ajrain. 


Another  song  I  hoped  to  hear 
Whose  cadence  low  and  deep, 

IMight  well  a  fainting  spii-it  cheer, 
Then  soothe  the  soul  in  sleep  ! 

It  may  not  be  !      Then  sing  for  me 
That  touching  dear  refrain, 

"Which  stirs  the  heart  tumultuously. 


Sing- 


-siugr  that  sons:  ajjain  ! 


1874. 


LONDON. 


'  I 


glorious  tleeds  tlescrve  a  song, 
Then,  London,  one  to  thee  ! 
J^  Thv  ancient  name  all  tonjnies  proclaim 
^        Tlic  \vat<lnv(>rd  of  the  Krec  : 
Whire'iT  the  lla;,'  ullilierty 
Is  ri^'hteously  unfurlM, 
There  London  is  ; — her  nii;:hty  heart 
Ik-ats  through  tlie  civil  world. 

Then  ho!  Itir  London,  hrave  and  high, 

So  shall  she  ever  he, 
While  .Iiistice  rules  within  her  walla. 
And  Honour  guides  the  Free. 

Of  ctmquering  Peace  the  pioneers 

Her  dauntless  merchants  are  ; 
Their  ships  are  found  the  world  around. 

Her  sons  'neath  every  star. 
Her  sheltering  tree  of  Liberty 

Speads  hourly  more  and  more  ; 
Its  roots  run  under  every  sea, 

It  blooms  on  every  shore. 


'  Written  for  the  occasion  of  the  Queen's  visit  to 
theCitv  in  1851. 
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Unfading  youth,  imtarnished  truth, 
Great  Loudon  !   bide  with  thee  ; 
Of  cities.  Queen,  snprenie,  serene, 
The  leader  of  the  Free. 

In  days  of  dread,  she  boUllv  stood 

Undauutefl,  tlnnigh  ahme, 
To  guard  with  nught  the  i)eople's  right 

Invaded  by  the  Throne  ; 
And  yet  when  civil  fury  raged, 

And  I<(iyahy  took  wing. 
Her  galhmt  bauds,  with  bows  and  brands, 
Defended  well  their  kin<'. 

Then  ho!  fur  Lonilon,  Might  and  Right, 

With  her,  twin  brothers  be  ; 
Xo  eurb  with  Kight  the  despot  Might, 
Exalting  still  the  Free  ! 

The  weak,  deposed,  diserowned  Kiuf  ! 

The  l*atri(.t  brave  exiled, 
Alike  have  here  a  refuge  found, 
Where  Freeilom  ever  smiled  ; 
And  evermore  she  sjireads  her  store, 

The  exile  to  mauitaui, 
And  what  has  been  her  pride  before, 
Shall  be  her  boast  atrain. 

Then  bo  !  for  London,  Ward  and  Guard 

To  all  who  slielter  seek; 

A  terror  to  the  tyrant  strong, 

A  suceour  to  the  weak. 

And  now  within  her  ancient  Halls, 
Where  Freemen  ever  stand, 


96  LONDON. 

She  welcomes  men  from  every  clime, 

With  open  heart  and  hand  ; 
She  welcomes  men  of  every  irced, 
The  brave,  the  wise,  the  good  ; 
And  bids  all  nations  form  indeed 
A  loyal  brotherhood. 

Clasped  hand  in  hand  let  every  land 

Like  loving  brothers  be  ; 
From  pole  to  pole,  let  every  soul 
United  be — and  free. 

FIRST  VERSES  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

^  UDITII!  I've  watched  thy  Joyous  ways, 
All  clear  as  mountain  brook  is; 
Thy  life's  young  leaf,  as  free  from  grief, 
iTnsptitted  as  this  book  is! 
And  I  would  pray,  it  ever  may 

Escape  Time's  touch  of  rudeness  : 
Till  every  page  from  youtii  to  age 
Is  \\Titten  o'er  with  goodness. 


■S- 


Around  thy  heart  keep  closely  twined 

All  warm  and  kind  affections  ; 
And  cherish  ever  in  thy  mind 

The  sweetest  recollections. 
Whilst  opening,  ripening  day  by  day, 

In  mental  power  and  beauty  ; 
Let  Knowledge  light  the  lamp  of  Faith, 

And  gild  the  path  of  duty. 
18-lS. 


THE     SWITZER'S     SONG     ON 
THREATENED  INVASION. 

I. 

HVj  gixsty  wind  of  stormy  March 
Comes  booming  loiicUy  through  the 
ti-ecs ; 
From  dusky  pme  and  lofty  larch, 
liiug  wild  and  weird-like  harmo- 
nies. 
With  dreary  moan  or  startling  shriek, 
It  whirling  smites  our  cottage  grey, 
Then  tearless  leapeth  gorge  and  peak, 
Till,  passion  spent,  it  dies  away. 
Pile  high  the  faggots !  let  them  blaze — 

A  beacon  light  to  lands  astray  ; 
With  generous  wine  the  flajjon  fill  I 
Through  storms  and  tears 
Hope  radiant  jieers : 
Life's  short — enjoy  it  while  you  may  ! 

n. 

O'er  all  the  East  a  tempest  lowers. 

Scared  Freedom  turns  to  face  the  gloom, 

H 
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Such  stillness  leads  the  tlmndor  showers, 

Or  hurrying  inarch  of  fierce  simoom. 
The  surjring  sounds  from  jjiitherinij  hosts 

Float  hitherward,  like  ocean's  hum. 
We  fear  no  foe — the  nations  know 

The  Switzers'  welcome  when  they  come. 
Pile  hi<r]i  the  fairjiots  !  let  them  blaze  ! 

UrinjiT  forth  tlic  trusty  sword  and  gun  ! 
With  generous  wine  the  flagon  fill ! 
Come  hope  or  fear, 
Our  course  is  clear — 
Life's  short,  but  sweet  with  duty  done ! 

III. 

Should  ruthless  scjuadrons  venture  near 
Witli  lliune  of  war — however  brave — 
Our  shaggy  trees  shall  form  their  bier — 

Our  valleys  green  provide  a  grave. 
Here  thrice  ten  thousand  hearts  beat  high, 

To  guard  the  land  they  love  so  well ; 
Willing  great  Arnold's  death  to  die  ; — 
Worthy  the  bow  of  dauntless  Tell. 

Pile  high  the  faggots !  let  them  blaze ! 

'Tis  wise  pre])aring  for  the  worst. 
With  orenerous  wine  the  flagon  fill ! 
Come  peace  or  war, 
Come  death  or  scar — 
Life's  short,  and  should  be  duly  nursed 

IV. 

The  storm  that  strikes  the  pampered  elm, 
And  brings  its  crown  of  glory  low, 

AVhile  wrestling  with  our  mountain  pine 
Makes  every  root  the  finuer  grow. 
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Though  tyrants  strain,  with  rack  and  chain, 
Till  beaded  blood  tears  start  and  roll — 
O  Torture's  tootli  but  graves  the  truth 
The  deei)er  in  tlie  patriot's  soul. 

Pile  high  the  faggots  !  let  them  blaze  ! 
•    The  voice  of  freedom  swells  the  gale  : 
With  generous  wine  the  flagon  fill  ! 
The  God  of  might 
Defends  the  right — 
Life's  short,  but  none  dare  us  assail. 

V. 

For  liberty  our  fathers  fought. 
For  liberty  we'll  fight  again. 
Better  is  doatli  with  freedom  wrought, 

Thau  life  where  liberty  is  slain. 
If  poor  in  wealth,  we're  rich  in  health; 

If  small  our  power,  few  cares  have  we. 
Within  our  misty  mountain  home, 
"We're,  like  our  Alpine  torrents,  free. 
Pile  high  the  faggots  !  let  them  blaze  ! 

Our  love  of  freedom  ne'er  shall  cease  ; 
With  ncnerous  wine  the  flatfon  fill ! 
Come  storm  or  strife — 
Come  death  or  life, 
Rejoice,  for  heaven  is  full  of  peace ! 

1854. 


PAST    AND   PRESENT. 


AN  OLD  MAN  S  SONG. 


RING  hither— bring  hither,  the  foam- 
ing jug, 
Creamy  and  spicy  and  steaming  hot : 
'Now,  we  arc  slippered  and  warm  and 
snug, 

Let  the  winds  revel  around  our  cot. 
AVe'll  summon  the  pleasures  of  years  agone. 

And  ])anisli  our  presence  all  trial  and  strife ; 
No  sorrow  dare  enter  when  we  are  alone, 
To  dim  with  its  shadow  the  joy  of  life. 
A  liberal  measure  we'll  fill,  and  drink 

To  all  who  may  love  us,  and  we  love  weU ; 
O  break  not  a  bead  on  the  glancing  brink, 
A  friendly  spu-it  in  each  may  dwell. 


At  stai'ting,  how  sunny  and  warm  our  days, 
How  joyous  the  breezes  around  us  blew  ! 

The  earth  with  beauty, — the  air  with  praise 
Were  filled,  and  nothing  but  love  we  knew. 
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Wheu  vapours  the  chantreable  "West  ^  had  nursed, 

Came  wreathing  cloudily,  darkly  down. 
How  little  I  heeded  the  storm  that  burst. — 
The  face  of  my  wife  never  wore  a  frown. 
A  liberal  measure  I'll  fill,  and  druik 

To  her,  the  devoted,  who  loves  so  well, 
ril  break  not  a  bead  on  the  glancing  brink, 
But  fancy  her  spirit  in  each  may  dwell. 

With  vanishing  clouds  came  raptures  new, 

Our  wealth  of  pleasure  eclipsed  our  care  ; 
Time  hurried,  but  clustering  round  us  grew 

Fair  beings,  who  shouting  made  music  rare. 
Strong,   healthy,   and  honest — our    God  we 
thank ! 
For  Polly  and  Lizzie,  and  ^Vfeggie  so  sly, 
For  saucy  Willie,  and  Tom  and  Frank — 
O  bless  them,  they  never  have  cost  a  sigh  ! 
A  liberal  measure  we'll  fill,  and  drink 

To  the  darlings  who  love  us,  and  we  love 
well. 
Nor  break  we  a  bead  on  the  glancing  brink, 
Their  spirit  of  duty  in  each  may  dwell. 

All  mated,  and  flitted,  and  dwelling  apart. 
With  boys  and  girls,  a  dozen  or  more — 

Though  absent  they're  present  and  neai*  our 
heart, 
For  them  there  is  honour  and  love  in  store. 

How  happy  this  boisterous  Christmas  Eve, 
Are  all  who  are  able  to  spend  it  thus ; 

'  The  American  panic,  1856. 
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Though  hmely,  we  feel  not  alone,  nor  grieve — 
Oar  children's  blessings  encircle  us. 
In  honoiu'  of  all  who  love  us  well, 

No  more  we  will  measure  the  beaded  wine, 
But  pray,  that  in  each  and  all  may  dwell 
The  spirit  that  made  our  Lord  divine. 

1856. 


FLORENCE  NIGHTINGALE. 

'ITH  lofty  song  we  love  to  cheer 
The  hearts  of  darmg  men  ; 
Applauded  thus,  they  gladly  hear 

The  trumpet's  call  again. 
But  now  we  smg  of  lowly  deeds 
Devoted  to  the  brave, 
Where  she,  who  stems  the  wound  that  bleeds, 

A  hero's  life  may  save  : 
And  heroes  saved  exultmor  tell 

How  well  her  voice  they  knew  : 
How  sorrow  neai-  it  could  not  dwell, 
But  spread  its  wings  and  flew. 

Neglected,  dying  in  despair, 

They  lay  till  woman  came, 
To  soothe  them  with  lier  gentle  care, 

A-nd  feed  life's  flickering  flame. 
When  wounded  sore,  on  fever's  rack, 

Or  cast  away  as  slain. 
She  called  their  fluttering  spii-its  back. 

And  gave  them  strength  asjain. 
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"  We  might  not  always  see  the  face, 

Which  suffering  could  dispel ; 
But  we  could  turn  and  kiss  the  place 

On  which  her  shadow  fell."  ^ 

When  words  of  wroth  ])rofaning  rung, 

She  moved  with  pitying  grace ; 
Her  presence  stilled  the  wildest  tongue, 

And  holy  -  grew  the  place. 
They  knew  that  they  were  cai-ed  for  then, 

Their  eyes  forgot  theii*  teai's ; 
In  dreamy  sleep  they  lost  their  pain, 

And  thought  of  early  years — 
Of  early  yeai'S,  when  all  was  fail", 

Of  faces  sweet  and  pale. 
They  woke  :  the  angel  bending  there 

Was — Florence  Nightingale  ! 

1855. 

Music  by  J.  W.  Hatton. 


'  "  She  would  speak  to  one  and  to  another,  and  nod 
and  smile  to  many  more,  but  she  could  not  do  it  to  all ; 
but  we  could  kiss  lier  shadow  as  it  fell,  and  lay  our 
heads  on  the  pillow  again,  content." — Soldier's  Letter 
from  the  Crimea. 

*  "  Before  she  came  thei*e  was  cussin'  and  swearin', 
but  after  that  it  was  as  holy  as  a  church." 


THE   IRISH    GLEANER. 


THK    IJAWN    OF    A   nRIGHTER    DAY. 

I.'OM  the    l>u.->tliiig  ea-st  to   the  Mle 
west — 
From  the  north  to  the  southmost 
shore — 
O'er  hill,  tlirouirh  bo;r,  in  light  and  fog, 
You  nmy  travel  all  Ireland  o'er. 
Where  eni.T;.'y,  liherty,  h.ve,  were  dead. 
Or  in  .•«enseless  stupor  lav, 
Hope,  sniilin;:.  Ijeanis, 
And  its  radiance  streams 
On  tlie  (hiwn  of  a  brighter  day. 

The  pestilence  came  like  a  quenchless  flame 

On  the  breath  of  a  poisonous  wind ; 
Yon  might  reckon  its  force  and  track  its  coiu-se 

By  the  ruin  it  left  behind  : 
Xor  youth,  nor  beauty,  nor  sex  was  spared— 
Its  mission  was  still  to  slay ! 
From  the  desolate  past 
There  cometh  at  last 
The  dawn  of  a  brighter  day. 
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Though  kindred  led  from  kiiuh-cd  dead, 

They  have  found  a  home  alar  ; 
They  have  labour  and  rest  in  the  beautifid  west, 

Where  trusty  brethren  are. 
Anil  those  who  remain  in  their  own  dear  land 
AMiile  justice  liears  the  sway — 
Have  ])rosperous  lives; 
For  lalxiur  thrives 
In  the  dawn  of  a  brighter  day. 

Wliat  matter,  although  the  pauper's  rags 

^lay  flutter  before  the  breeze! 
Dead  leaves  are  seen  'mid  the  livuijj  jrreen 

Of  the  leafiest  forest  trees. 
Though  ]>overty  lurks  and  beggary  works. 
In  the  south,  wherever  we  stray  : 
Yet  all  around 
Is  increasingly  found 
The  dawn  of  a  brighter  day. 

Here  many  will  find  hearts  warm  and  kind  ! 

Maids  beautiful,  lithe,  and  sweet — 
You  might  envy  the  favoured  grass  they  press 

In  the  tread  of  tlieir  naked  feet ! 
A  flood  of  melody  swells  the  voice. 
And  stealeth  the  soul  away : 
'Tis  beauty  supreme 
Fulfilling  the  dream 
That  told  of  a  brighter  day. 

By  head  aiid  hand,  on  sea  and  land, 

The  present  its  future  weaves  ; 
By  hill  and  plain,  or  where  ears  of  gi'ain 

Are  gathered  among  the  sheaves, 
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A  spirit  of  love  in  labour  lives, 
Bringin;j;  health  and  wealth  away. 
The  night  has  tlowni, 
The  light  has  shone — 
'Tis  the  dawn  of  a  brighter  day  ! 


1852. 


<^<?^ 


SONG. 

SAY  not  they  are  past  relief, 

That  they  must  bleeding  die, 
Hope  ever  is  strong — though  life  is 
brief, 

So  let  me — let  rae  try, 
I  pray  thee  let  mk  try.^ 

I  cannot  bear  their  weary  moan, 

Their  ])iteo)is  wailing  cry; 
'Tis  wicked  to  leave  them  here  alone — 

To  save  them  let  me  try. 

In  mercy  let  me  try. 

The  heart  was  cheered — the  hand  was  raised, 

Life's  lustre  fiUed  the  eye  ! 
Their  agony  ceased — 0  God  be  praised. 

They  let  me — let  me  try — 

'Tis    NEVER    TOO    LATE    TO    TRY ! 
1856. 

'  "  Let  me  have   these  men — let  me  try  to  save 
them." — Florence  Nightingale,  Newspaper  Report. 


EVA. 


H  slumbei-,  my  little  one  : 

Sleep  on  my  pretty  one  : 
Smiles  dream-awakened — are  tokens 
of  bliss  : 
Delight  never  ceasing, 
But  hourly  increasing, — 
What  earthly  enjoyment  is  equal  to  this  ? 

O  Eva,  sweet  Eva,  beautiful  Eva, 
My  Eva,  deai-  Eva,  to  fondle  and  kiss  ! 


AYitli  winter  winds  blowinor. 

And  winter  clouds  snowing, 
There  came  to  my  arras  a  wee  innocent  dove ; 

IMy  fever  subduing, 

My  rapture  renewing. 
The  child  of  my  grief  is  a  well-spring  of  love : 

O  Eva,  sweet  Eva,  beautiful  Eva, 
My  Eva,  dear  Eva,  my  joy  from  above ! 


Her  open  lips  breathing, 
Sweet  rosy  smiles  wreathing ; — 
Her  cheek  like  the  apple-bloom,  pinky  and  fair ; 
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Her  bonny  blue  eyes 

Are  shreds  filclied  from  the  skies; 
And  dusky  as  night  is  her  wavy  brow  hair. 

O  Eva.  sweet  Eva.  beautiful  Eva, 
My  Eva,  dear  Eva,  my  pride  and  my  care  ! 

Wh;it  clasping  and  clutching — 

Though  aimless,  how  touching  ! 
"What  fairy  in  whispering  swells  her  young  breast  ? 

Come  close  tn  my  bosom, 

My  blessing,  my  blossom  ; 
Here !  here's  your  iiome,  darling,  your  refuge  and 
rest. 

O  Eva,  sweet  Eva,  beautiful  Eva, 
My  Eva,  dear  Eva,  this,  this  is  your  nest ! 

The  trees  gently  waving. 

The  lapping  tide  laving. 
The  streamlet  from  Claragh  as  glancing  it  ran, 

Had  tongues  to  them  given. 

Like  music  from  heaven. 
Repeating  rejoicings  awoke  at  Drishane. 

Oh  Eva,  sweet  Eva,  beautiful  Eva, 
My  Eva,  dear  Eva,  so  pleasant  to  scan. 

Unbounded  in  measure, 

Sure  Nature  her  treasure 
Exhausted  in  moulding  this  baby  of  mine. 

Ye  spirits  of  goodness, 

Defend  her  from  rudeness  ! 
Surround  her,  protect  her,  ye  angels  divine  ! 

O  Eva,  sweet  Eva,  beautiful  Eva, 
On  thee  may  the  sun  of  all  blessedness  shine  ! 

Dkishase  CastlEj  1870. 


MINNIE'S  ISLE. 

'HEX   harvest  glories  crown  the 
plain 
With   ripened  fruit  and  golden 
grain, 
Whilst  sunshine  fallinji  bright  and 
warm 
Gives  all  the  landscape  double  charm  ; 
"\^^lere  great  trees  wave  anil  blossoms  smile, 
A  dear  retreat  is  ]Miunie's  Isle. 

From  underneath  the  cedar's  shade, 

How  sweet  to  view  the  glinting  glade. 

Where  wychelms  wave  their  branches  wide, 

Huge  oaks  and  ashes  side  by  side, 

Like  giants  of  the  forest,  pUe 

Their  arms  in  guarding  INIinnie's  Isle. 

'Tis  true  no  mountains  lift  on  high 
Their  icy  peaks,  or  pierce  the  sky, 
Yet  clouds  like  drifting  hiUs  of  snow 
Lie  pictured  in  the  lake  below  ; 
Whose  dimpled  wavelets  all  the  while 
Keep  lapping — laving  ]\Iinnie's  Isle. 
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What  joy  when  worldly  woes  oppress. 
To  peek  this  shady,  cool  recesa ; 
To  leave  the  turmoil,  din,  and  strife, 
The  frettinirs  of  a  restless  ]x\'q  ; 
And  for  a  season  care  bejmilc. 
In  musing  here  on  Minnie's  Isle. 

Reposing  here  ; — the  poet's  page 
Restores  to  sense  life's  (iolden  Age  ; 
Wliilst  nioiniting  high  on  quivering  wings. 
The  choiring  lark  melodious  sing<. 
And  pours  on  eartli  a  heaveidy  wile, 
To  charm  the  ear  on  Minnie's  Isle. 

But  who  is  Minnie  ?      Who?     Ah,  there 
A  secret  lies  that  few  may  share  ! 
Suffiie  to  know  that  in  her  face 
We  read  each  m(Kie>.t  maiden  grace. 
Her  voice?      Is  music  ! — .\nd  her  smile  ? 
Shetb  light  and  life  o'er  Minnie's  Isle. 

Then  see  her  flit  from  door  to  dfor, 
To  soothe,  console,  and  cheer  the  iH:»or, 
"Whose  fervent  daily  prayers  ascend 
For  her,  their  kin<l  and  gentle  friend  ; 
Thus  love  engenders  love,  and  guile 
No  footini;  finds  on  Minnie's  Isle. 


o 


.\J1  o'er  the  Minster's  gladsome  plain. 
May  virtue  with  contentment  reign; 
And  if — as  may — comes  carking  care, 
May  each,  for  each,  a  portion  bear  ; 
An<l  untiling  rough,  or  rude,  or  vile, 
A  shadow  cast  on  Minnie's  Isle. 


MINNIE'S  ISLE. 


Ill 


But  seasons  pass,  and  changes  come ; 
Now  Minnie  owns  another  home: 
Another  name  dear  Mhniie  bears, 
With  deeper  joys,  and  wider  cares. 
On  her  and  hers  fair  fortune  smile, 
Th(Tngh  far  away  from  Minnie's  Isle 

August,  1873- 

SONG. 

Y    dear   Minnie   mine — the    dead 
leaves  are  fulling, 
^     0  deal"  Minnie  mine — a  spirit  is 
calling, 
I  hear  it — I  feel  it — it  cannot  be 
long, 
Ere  I  with  the  angels  will  join  in  their  song, 

O  dear  ^linnie  mine — sweet,  sweet,  Minnie 
mine ! 

My  dear  Minnie  mine,  as  the  spring-time  grew 

olden ; 
O  dear  Minnie  mine,  when  the  antnmn  was  golden. 
Between   came  the   snmmer   and   scattered  the 

tiowers. 
Whilst  Love  with   its  rapture,  dear  Minnie,  was 
ours, 
0  dear  Mimiie  mine — sweet,  sweet,  Minnie 
mine ! 

My  dear  ^Mmnie  mine,  of  the  tender  words  spoken, 
0  dear  ^Minnie  mine,  this — this  is  the  token ! 
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To  know  I  must  leave  thee  iilono  is  deep  sorrow, 
Though  dark    be   to-day  I— it   will  l)ri<;htcn   to- 
morrow, 
O  dear  Minnie  mme — sweet,  sweet,  Minnie 


mine  ! 


My    dear    Minnie    mine — sec   the    winter-clouds 

tlyin;.', 
O  dear  Minnie  mine— like  the  year  I  am  dying, 
Yet  fer^•cntly  pray  that  when  thid  life  is  over, 
My  spirit  still  ni-ur  tht-c  may  i/uurdinu'ly  hover, 
O  dear  Minnie  mine — wert,  s\Mtt.  Minnie 


mme 


1875. 


THE  BUD   IS  OX  TIIK  BOL'GH." 


HE  hml  ia  on  the  Ikui^Ii, 

Ami  the  hlossoDi  on  the  trve;" 
But  ni'itlier  \nu\  nor  liI<t«.som  brin;; 

A  thrill  of  joy  to  me. 
\\  alktl  up  within  the  citv's  gloom. 
No  plea>ure  cun  I  know. 
But  like  a  ca<;c(l  linnet  sin;r 
To  eha>e  away  uiy  woe  ! 


The  luul  will  grow  a  hl(>.>»oiu. 

The  blossom  will  grow  pale. 
And  as  it  (lies  the  fruit  will  spring'. 

lint  fall  when  o'er  the  vale. 
Stern  Winter  niarehes  with  bis  train 

In  every  wind  that  blows. 
And  I.  unrijie,  with  ripest  fniit. 

May  in  the  du>t  repose. 


But  Spring  upon  the  seed  will  breathe. 

The  seetl  beeome  a  tree, 
And  on  the  tree  so  beautiful 

Will  bud  and  blossom  be  : 
I 
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Anil  shall  I  know  a  scooiul  Spring  ? 

Yes!  brighter  far  than  they; 
Where  age  puts  on  the  blusli  of' youth. 

Anil  never  more  decay  ! 


"^^Qfr^i^ 


THE  LILY  OF  THE  VALLEY. 

IIKX    bree/es   bend  the  billowy 
grass, 
Each  wave  its  flowery  treasure 
shows, 
While  litlul  storms  that  whirling 
pass 
P>olve  the  spirit  of  the  rose  ; 
Though  crushed — returning  good  for  ill — 

Intenser  all  its  odours  rise. 
As  grief-woni  spirits  soften  still 

Hard  hearts  with  lf)ving  liquid  eyes. 

Oil.  nuire  than  rose,  sweet  blossom  pale. 
1  love  thee,  Lily  of  the  Vale. 

Beside  the  graceful  golden  broom, 

And  sturdy,  stubborn,  daggered  whin, 
I  first  beheld  tliy  arch  of  bloom, — 

Like  virtue  on  the  marge  of  sin  ; 
So  one  with  chaste  retiring  grace, 

I  in  the  world's  great  tumult  found. 
In  word  and  deed,  in  form  and  face, 

Meek  loving  kindness  clothed  her  round. 
And  thou  to  her  love's  message  bore  : 
Be  tho\i  love's  herald  evermore. 
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No  priikly  spears,  or  burning  stings, 

My  fontlliiig  hand  or  eves  repel : 
Li-ti'ii  I  antl  love  trinmiihant  riiiL'S 

Fiom  every  tremulous  silver  bell. 
Around  tbee  hosts  of  glittering  blades 

Sliarjj-pointed,  broad,  and  burnished  green — 
Tliou,  Itpvcly  virgin  of  the  glades. 

Art  guarded,  Nature's  forest  queen  : 
Most  modest  gem  of  earth  thou  art, 
rU  weal-  thee  ever  near  my  heart. 

The  burning  stars  are  letters  bright, 

Bv  which  we  spell  the  heavenly  plan  ; 
And  hinnble  flowers  when  read  aright, 

Gtxl's  goodness  teach  to  waywanl  man  : 
Dear  ofl'>i>ring  of  the  bounteous  earth. 

Fair  children  of  the  glorious  sun, 
Whetlier  of  high  or  lowly  birth, 

I  love  you  all — yet  love  I  none 

Like  thee,  sweet  blooming  trembler  frail, 
White  timid  Lily  of  the  Vale. 

lS5:i. 
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THE   CHEERY  AULD  ^fATD. 


A    GI.ENCAIKN    I.fc'GENU. 

IIAE  laughed  at  the  lasses,  as  aiblins  ye 
ken. 
5ft  Ai\'  jokingly  rhymed  them  again  an'  again  ; 
k\   But  now  I'm  repentant,  the  truth  to  be 
said — 
Tiic  joy  of  all  hames  is  a  Cheery  Auld  Maid  ! 


There  are  Jessies,  an'  Bessics,  an'  Kates  by  the 

score. 
An'  Marys,  an'  Nellies,  an'  Lizzies  galore, 
"Wha,  if  they  were  absent  oiu-  licht  wad  be  gane, 
An'  many  in  darkness  wad  stumble  alane. 

( )ne  weel  I  remember, — but  what's  in  a  name. 
Be  sure  in  our  land  there  are  thousands  the  same, — 
So  gentle,  so  earnest,  so  kind  and  so  dear, 
A  joy  to  the  joyless — the  cheerless  to  cheer. 


The  lads  an'  the  lasses  wad  poiu*  in  her  eai  s 
The  tale  of  their  sorrows,  their  hopes,  an'  their 
fears : 
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Those  achin<r  heart  swellinfrs,  sac  jtainfu'  to  thole — 
Our  elderly  maiden  wad  soothe  an'  console. 


Judge  not  from  her  smile  an'  her  brow  sae  serene 
That  hgr  heart  to  excitement  a  stranirer  had  been, 
And  ncAcr  disturbed  by  the  ))assi<>nate  throes 
Of  a  love  disappointed — the  woe  of  all  woes. 

The  gallant  young  sailor,  the  pride  of  her  soul, 
Volunteered,  and  set  sail,  for  the  perilous  Pole, 
Like  many  brave  fellows  for  glory  he  yearned — 
With  cheers  he  departed,  bnt  never  returned  ! 

Three  summers  she  watched  by  the  name  graven 

tree. 
And  silently  gazed  o'er  the  storm  smitten  sea. 
When  vanislied  all  hope  she  (fevoted  her  days 
To  helping  tlie  helpless — the  humble  to  raise. 

One  night  in  her  shielan — forsaken,  forlorn, 
A  lady  foiuul  shelter — a  baby  was  born  ; 
Tlie  mither  lies  low  in  her  grave  by  the  Caii'n  ; 
Annie  took  to  her  bosom  the  mitherless  baini ! 

So  carefully  nursed,  she  grew  graceful  an'  fiiir, 
With  eyes  like  the  skies,  an'  like  sunset  her  liair  ; 
She  won  the  leal  heart  o'  the  laird  o'  Kirkhall, 
An'  the  mitherless  bairn  is  the  lady  of  all. 

Her  dai'liiig  weel  mai'ried,  our  maiden  once  more 
Resumed  her  auld  love  for  relieving  the  poor  ; 
The  sick  and  the  simple,  the  halt  au'  the  blind, 
In  the  home  of  dear  Annie  some  succour  wad  find. 
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She  moved  through  the  vale  hke  a  soft  summer 

breeze, 
Bearing  sweetest  of  perfume,  all  senses  to  please, 
Like  sunshine  that  blesses  where'er  it  may  fall, 
Unconscious  she  gladdened  the  spirits  of  all. 

When  Katie,  her  sister,  was  drowned  in  the  ford, 
Anxie  took  to  her  seat  at  the  head  u'  the  board  ; 
Restoring  some  briclitness,  assuaging  all  pain — 
The  young  ones  forgetting  their  niither  was  gane. 

'Twas  Auntie  at  morning,  'twas  Auntie  at  nicht. 
For  Auntie  alane  couUl  set  a'  matters  rieht : 
To  Auntie,  kind  Auntie,  so  close  they  wafl  cling  ; 
For  wha  like  dear  Auntie  sae  sweetly  could  sing. 

But  Time's  flying  skuttle  was  weaving  a  pall ; 
Aunt  Annie  resignedly  answered  the  call ; 
By  the  Cairn  in  the  Glex  she  was  solemnly  laid. 
An'  Scotland  lamented  the  Cheery  Avld  ^Iaid. 
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A  RAILWAY  RHYME. 


;SJ5- 


OX  DON  fovcr,  fume,  ami  fury. 
Restless,  fretful,  striving  ever ; 
Never-ending  crowds  of  people, 

Rushing,  eddying,  like  u  river; 
Thanks  to  Siieriie,  by  a  mail-train 
Speeding  swifter  than  the  wind, 
London  hubbub,  glare,  and  gaslight 
For  a  while  I  leave  behind. 


Through  the  dark  I  smell  the  elover, 

Dream  of  farms  and  days  of  yore, 
When  trom  mountains,  streams,  and  woodlands, 

Rapture  came,  that  comes  no  more! 
Over  bridges — over  meadows — 

Onward  dashing — hissing  on  ! 
Stai-ry  gleams  fi'om  lowly  casements. 

Tell  of  love  in  places  lone. 


"With  a  shriek,  a  bound,  a  shiver, 
With  a  wild,  unearthly  scream. 
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Tunnelled,  rumbling.  ri)llinjr  roinul  iis, 
Clonds  of  smoke  and  blinding  steam. 

Now  arise  the  low  of  oxen. 
Now  the  bleat  of  lonely  sheep. 

Now  the  llutterins  wings  of  wild  birds, 
Stai'tled  from  their  silent  sleep. 

Valleys  green  antl  villajre  brijL'litness 

Quickly  rhanjre  to  >-moky  towns: 
There  the  ceaseless  clan;;  of  hammers, 

There  the  grimy  desert  frowns. 
Awfnl  is  at  pitehy  midin>:ht. 

Mammon's  church,  with  flaming  spire- 
Thirst  of  riutus,  wliat  Clin  »Iake  it? 

Quenchless  is  its  fierce  desire  ! 


nianjred  airaiu  I — the  dav  i<  dawnin<j  : 

(irey  and  crimson  fohl  on  fold. 
Soon,  with  blaze  of  glory  round  him, 

Roils  the  Sun  on  car  of  gold. 
Spirits  doubtful  fly  bi-fore  him  ; 

Deeds  of  darkness,  hiding,  rest; 
All  the  earth  in  song  adore  him, 

Blessing  ever,  ever  blest. 

Now  amid  the  moorlands  drcai'y 

^Vinding,  floats  our  vapoury  trail  : 
Pant  we  on,  yet  never  weary, 

Cleave  the  rock  and  leaji  the  vale. 
Far  beyond  shine  grassy  uplands  : 

Dense  the  mist  lies  deep  below  ; 
Touching  heaven  are  rugged  hill -tops, 

Streaked  with  fire  and  capped  with  snow. 
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Here  the  hiisbandman  is  toiling  ; 

Ro.ses  fringe  lik  cottage  door ; 
Cliildren  stretch  ami  wave  thi-ir  bonnets- 

I'lenty  cromis  the  thretshiug-flour. 
Plenty.  i)eare,  and  jiuro  devotion, 

Ever  on  tliee,  England,  smile  ! 
Tlius  I  <lose  each  sweet  emotion 

Sketched  'twixt  London  and  Carlisle. 
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^^^?'^ 


MY   LADY. 

Y  lady's  young  as  well  as  fair. 
Has   sunny  eyes   and   nut-brown 

hair: 
A  smile  from  her  would  banish  care, 
Si  chai-ming  is  my  lady  ! 

With  her  there  is  no  vam  pretence 
Of  sparkling  wit, — but  sober  sense. 
And  modesty  and  innocence 

Are  cherished  by  my  lady  ! 

We  met — I  tell  not  where,  or  when, 
My  wooing  words  were  few  and  |ilain  ; 
She  sweetly  answci'cd  back  agaiji, 

"  I'm  thine."      God  bless  my  lady. 

Though  age  and  care  may  deeply  plough 
Some  furrows  on  her  cheek  and  brow, 
What  she  was  first,  she  still  is  now, 
^ly  life,  my  love,  my  lady  ! 

1S54. 


AUTUMN  THOUGHTS. 


HE  leaves  are  falliug  !  let  them  fall ; 
'Tls  Heaven's  supreme  decree  that  all 

That  lives  must  die  : 
A  little  while  their  ^dory  shone, 
A  little  more  and  they  are  gone. 
In  death  thev  lie. 


Had  we  no  death,  what  then  were  birth? 
A  cumberer  of  this  pleasant  earth. 

Where  all  is  fair: 
Through  death  alone  is  found  the  room 
For  budding  hope,  for  mental  bloom. 
And  manhood  rare. 

Deny  iis  death — destroy  the  chance 
Of  soul  mature,  the  proud  advance 

Of  intellect : 
Controlling,  contjuering  every  plan 
That  mars  the  onward  march  of  man 

To  high  respect. 

Where  men,  like  granite  columns,  stand, 
Obstructive  of  the  good  and  grand — 
O  welcome  death  ! 
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Thev  boast  tboy  change  not !  while  they  speak, 
Their  hearts  arc  stayed  :  their  power  how  weak — 
How  false  their  faith  ! 

The  bai"  wnce  broken — soon  the  tide 
Of  new  opinion,  deep  and  wide, 

Resistless  flows  : 
As  age  must  vield  to  eager  youth, 
So  falsehood  llies  before  the  truth. 

And  wisdom  grows. 

Man,  proud  of  life  !  while  living,  heed 
The  myriad  lives  that  die  to  feed 

Thy  mortal  part  ; 
And  when  the  immortal  >oul  takes  wing, 
Those  niyriad  forms  again  will  spring 

From  brain  and  heart. 

The  life  which  earth  and  air  bestows, 
Builds  up  the  fabric  of  the  rose ; 

Then,  earth  to  earth  ! 
J'he  tiower,  matured,  gives  up  its  seed  : 
The  leaves  dissolve — dissolving,  feed 

A  second  birth. 

The  husk  of  flesh,  the  shell  of  clay, 
Must  to  th'  imperial  soul  give  way, 

And  let  it  fly — 
Emancipated  chrysalis — 
From  coils  of  pain,  to  boundless  bliss — 

To  never  die ! 

What  we  call  death,  is  only  change 
Of  life,  permitting  souls  to  range 
Unfettered,  free. 
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Throush  all  the  regions  God  has  made, 
In  glorious  sun  or  sombre  shade, 
Eternally. 

Thou  body,  brace  thyself  for  strife  ! 
Thou  soul,  prepare  thyself  for  life  ! 

And  whatsoe'er 
Thy  noblest  nature  feels  is  right, 
For  that  unblenching,  boldly  fight ; 

For  God  is  there. 

1S52. 


HORS  DE  COMBAT. 


LING  open  the  windows  wide  for  me, 
^^         And  let  in  tlie  sweet,  fresh  air 


That  blows  from  the  West  so  full 
and  free, 
And  over  the  heath  so  bare  : 
It  comes  with  a  message  of  health  and  rest, 
From  a  beautiful  home  in  the  far-off"  West ! 


Oh  !  list  to  the  voice  of  the  caged  lark, 

i  With  carol  so  clear  and  loud. 

Forgetting  its  freedom  in  grange  and  park. 
Its  joy  on  the  downy  cloud! 

Imprisoned  its  wing,  its  spirit  is  free, 
And  sweet  is  the  lesson  it  brines  to  me  ! 


My  many  companions  have  fled  with  glee 

Some  up  to  the  glaciers  high, 
Some  on  the  moors,  some  on  the  sea, 
And  some  by  the  winding  Wye ! 

Whilst  idly  here  I  must  lie  and  cbeam 

Of  the  restless  rushing  of  life's  great  stream. 
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Tis  weary  ainl  hard  for  the  amive  brain 

To  be  tethered  to  one  small  room ; 
A  spirit  all  life  to  ever  remain 
Benumbed  by  the  lack  of  bloom, 

That  comes  when  the  body  and  spirit  as  one 
United  ean  revel  iii  shade  and  sun ! 

But  pity  me  not,  as  I  here  recline 

Becushinned  and  couched  with  care  ; 
In  this  feeble  frame  bum-'  a  fire  divine, 
Which  the  shadow  of  «rrim  despair 
Can  never  eclipse — for  acntest  jtain 
My  <iuenchless  spirit  revives  again  ! 

Keep  open  the  windows  wide  for  nie, 

And  let  in  the  niorninu  "ir 
That  blows  from  the  west,  from  the  cool  salt  sea. 
And  over  our  heath  so  fair ; 

It  comes  like  a  message  of  health  and  rest, 
From  a  dear,  dear  home  in  the  far.  far  West! 

1875. 


OUR   POLLY 


i^ii*E    knew    not    the    love   Ave   had 

J 


clierislietl  so  hmir 


^#/. VjT  J     As  the  light  of  our  life  aiul  the 
life  of  our  «onjr  : 
The  ^•tar  of  our  ni<:ht  and  the  sun 
of  our  day 
Are  cloudy  and  dim  since  our  Polly's  away  ! 

Till  the  last  moment  came  and  we  foimd  we  must 

l)art, 
*We  knew  not  the  cords  she  had  twined  round  the 

heart  : 
Love  grew  with  her  growth,  and  we  hoped  she 

would  stay — 
Life  has  lost  half  its  rapture  now  Folly's  away  ! 

So  artless  and  guileless,  so  joyous  and  true — 
A  rosebud  in  beauty,  aud  sweet  as  its  dew  ; 
So  wise  and  so  gentle — a  lambkin  in  play — 
Our  summer's  like  winter  now  Polly's  away  ! 

ANTio  now  in  the  morning  the  posy  will  bring  ? 
Or  who  in  the  evening  delighted  will  spring 
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To  meet  us,  and  greet  us,  with  laughter  so  gay  ? 
Our  nights  have  grown  longer  since  Polly's  away. 

But  girlhood  will  grow  into  womanhood  soon  ! 
Her  lovely  young  dawn  become  beautiful  noon  ; 
May  bright  angels  keep  her  where'er  she  may  stray 
In  the  liintl  of  the  stranger — dear  Polly's  away  ! 

Old  feelings  will  deaden,  new  friendships  arise 
And  duster  aroimd  her  'neath  warm  sunny  skies  : 
Though  she  may   forget  us — oUl,  wrinkled,  and 

grey  ! 
Her  spii-it  will  haunt  us,  though  she's  far  away ! 

1869. 


MY   LOVE. 


Y  love  is  fail',  my  love  is  rare, 
And,  oh  !    my  love  is  kind  ; 
Her  heart's  the  throne  of  centle- 
ness. 
And  Heaven  illumes  her  mind. 
A  halo  round  her  forehead  shines, 

Dissolving  dark  despair ; 
Beneath  the  sun  there  is  not  one 
In  beauty  half  so  fair. 


Whene'er  with  maiden  bashfnhiess, 

She  turns  her  eyes  on  me  ; 
Oh  then  they  seem  like  mii'rored  stars 
When  trembling  in  the  sea. 

With  looks  so  kind  they  ever  beam. 

Dissolving  dark  despair ; 
Beneath  tlxe  sun  there  is  not  one 
In  beauty  half  so  fair. 


^Yhen  first  I  listened  to  the  sti-ain 
That  from  her  sweet  lips  fell, 
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It  chained  in  love  my  every  sense, 
And  bound  me  like  a  spell ; 

A  stream  of  ricliest  nnisio  came. 

Dissolving  dark  despair  ; 
Beneath  the  snn  there  is  not  ont' 
In  beauty  half  so  fair. 

COME,  COME,  CO^LE! 

A    SONG. 

()M K,  come,  romc  ! 

You     know    where    the    lindens 
bloom  ? 
Come,  come,  come ! 

And  drink  of  their  ^wect  perfume  : 
Come,  meet  me,  beloved,  beneath  tlieir  shade. 
When  day  into  night  begins  to  fade. 
A  time  for  wooers  and  wooinji  made. 
Is  the  twilight's  deepening  gloom  : 

Come,  come,  come  ! 
My  sweetest  one,  come,  come  ! 

Wait,  wait,  wait ! 

I  will  come  unto  thee  betimes  ; 
Wait,  wait,  wait ! 

I  will  come  with  the  evening  chimes  ; 
I  will  come  when  shimmering  up  the  sky 
The  wavering  light  retreats  on  high. 
And  darkening  shadows  inveilins  lie 

Beneath  the  odorous  limes  ! 
"Wait,  wait,  wait ! 

Beloved  one,  wait,  wait ! 
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Here,  here,  here  ! 

My  beautiful  met  at  last : 
Here,  here,  here ! 

My  sheltering  arm  thoa  hast ; 
The  stonns  of  life  may  fiercely  l)low, 
And  sorrow  in  surging  tides  may  How, 
Whatever  may  come  !  come  joy,  come  woe  ! 

Thy  refuge  is  in  my  breast, 
Ilere,  here,  here ! 

Thy  refuge  for  ever  is  here  ! 

1875. 


GOOD   MORROW.i 

GOD  morrow,  good  morrow  !  warm, 
rosy,  and  bright 
Glow  the  clouds  in  the  east,  laughing 

heralds  of  light. 
Whilst  still  as  the  glorious  colours 
decay, 
Fidl  gushes  of  music  seem  trackin<r  their  wav  ; 

Hark!  Hark! 
Is  it  the  sheepbell  among  the  ling. 
Or  the  earlv  milkmaid  carolling  ? 
Hark!    Hark! 
Or  is  it  the  lark, 

1  One  of  the  stanzas  of  this  song  was  composed  by 
the  late  Mary  Russell  Mitford,  and  appeared  in  her 
story  of  "  Athcrton.""  The  other  was  Amtten  by 
Mr.  Bennoch.  at  tlie  urgent  request  of  his  much  loved 
friend,  M.  R.  M. 
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As  he  bids  the  sun  good  morrow  y 

Good  mon-ow ; 
Though  every  ilay  brings  soitow  ! 

The  ilajlight  is  dying,  the  night  drawing  near, 
The  workers  are  silent,  yet  ringing  and  clear 
From  the  leafiest  tree  in  the  shadv  l)owers 
Comes  melodv  fallint:  in  silverv  showi-rs  ! 

Hark!   Hark! 
Is  it  the  musical  chimes  on  the  hill, 
That  sweetly  ringeth  when  all  is  still  ? 

liark!   Hark! 

O  sweeter  than  lark 
Is  the  nightingale's  song  of  sorrow. 

Of  sorrow  ; 
Though  pleasure  will  come  to  morrow. 

1833. 


MARY   MILLIGAN. 

Y  l)onny  Mary  Millij.'ftn, 
Twal  dreary  years  liae  jrane 
Sin"  we  twa  younkers  tlirouo:li  the 

woods 

AVcre  wanderinfj  alane ; 
\Vere  wandering  alane  in  Idc, 

As  blythe  as  blytlie  conld  be  ; 
I  saw  nae  lass  I  Iced  but  ane, 
An'.  Mary,  it  was  ye. 

Your  hair  was  like  tlie  raven  sheen, 

Like  brichtest  star  your  e'e, 
And  white  as  newly-drifted  snaw 

Your  bosom  seemed  to  me ; 
Your  voice  was  like  the  music  made 

By  birdies  on  the  tree, 
Sae  cheerie,  ^lary  ^Milligan, 

Were  a'  vour  words  to  me. 


O  bonny  ^Nlary  Milliuran, 
Ye'd  lay  your  loot"  in  mine. 

An'  I  wi'  loe  an'  innocence 
Wad  press  your  fingers  fine ! 
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When  on  my  breast  yom*  bonny  l)row 

To  rest  a  M-ee  ye'd  lean, 
Wr  very  joy  our  hearts  wad  melt, 

An'  tears  fill  baith  our  e'en. 

There  we  wad  sit  in  ecstasy, 

IJiit  ne'er  a  word  we  spak'  ; 
An'  ()  the  tics  that  Nature  bound 

She  surely  wuuna  break  ; 
Time,  Space,  and  Memory  only  make 

Ye  throuirh  tlic  distance  seem 
Li  l)eauty,  like  tlie  heavenly  things 

We  whiles  see  in  a  dream. 

But  Fortune's  ever-shifting  wheel 

Has  changefu'  been  to  me. 
And.  bonny  Mary  Milligan, 

Has  turned  me  far  frae  ye ; 
Has  tumeil  me  far  awa,  my  hive, 

Across  the  fuamy  sea  : 
But,  bonny  Mary  Milligan, 

Mv  heart's  at  hame  wi'  ve ! 


COME!   GENTLE  SPIRIT   OF  THE 
SPRING. 

OME !  gentle  spirit  of  the  Sprinjr, 
Tliou  eviT  pleasant  (.-(pnier! 

0  quickly  come,  and  with  thee  brino; 
A  foretaste  of  the  Summer : 

1  long  to  climb  the  dewy  woM, 
To  feel  the  breezes  blowintr. 

And  watch  the  little  tlowers  unfold 
Where  yesterday  'twas  snowiui.'. 


Through  all  the  weary  "Winter  time 

I  could  not  but  rememl)er 
The  sudden  squall  that  strui-k  me  down 

In  di'eary  chill  November. 
O  come  and  melt  the  icv  care 

That  tills  mv  heart  with  anguish. 
Breathe  o'er  me  spring's  delicious  air, 

The  au-  for  which  I  languish  I 


Along  the  thymy  sloping  hills. 

The  flocks  are  wending  lea-ward  : 

Adown  the  glens  the  babbling  rills, 
Are  leaping  gaily  sea-ward ; 
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The  happy  l.inls  higli  overla-ad 
Are  sin-riu^'  h>iiil  and  mellow, 
And  earth  awakeniii<r  'gins  to  spread 
Iltr  Mo^soni-  wliite  and  yellow. 

Far  ill  the  distance  ocean  wide 

Beneath  the  sun  is  ".'lancing, 
AVhile  throujrh  my  brain  a  livin^r  tide 

Ofjovdus  thouirht  is  dancing! 
()  now  I  led  the  joy  I  soujiht ! 

That  ever  pleasant  foiner 
Has  come  at  my  beliest  and  brought 

A  foretaste  of  the  Summer. 

1858. 


SPRIXG. 


II  I     welcome     Spring  —  delightful 
Spring  ! 
'^'■y  j^'}"-"'  'ii'e  all  begun, 
Earth's  frozen  chain  is  rent  in  twain 
By  heaven's  reviving  sun  ; 
The  (lews  of  eve  on  meadows  oreen, 

And  waving  blades  of  corn. 
Like  diamonds  set  on  emeralds  sheen, 
Are  twinkling  iu  the  mom. 

Sweet  Spriug! 

In  tliee  tlie  snowdrop  finds  a  o-rave, 

Meanwhile  the  priuiruse  fjalc 
Grows  meekly  on  the  sunny  bank, 

The  daisy  in  the  vale 
With  golden  eye  looks  beautiful : 

Young  trees  fresh  odours  fling, 
Their  incense  rises  to  the  skies. 

In  worshipping  the  Spring. 

Sweet  Spring ! 

All  living  things  that  life  enjoy 

Are  now  instinct  with  love ; 
In  paii's  fond  creatures  woo  on  earth. 

In  pairs  they  woo  above ; 
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The  echoinp;  woods  in  music  speak, 
Wlien  winged  minstrels  sintr ; 

Uniting  earth  and  heaven  with  st)ng, 
In  welcoming  the  Spring. 

Sweet  Spring ! 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter, — all 

Their  lessons  read  to  man. 
And  teach  him  sorrow's  not  the  end 

Of  Heaven's  benignant  plan  : 
However  great  his  cares  may  be. 

However  deep  their  sting ; 
Like  wintry  winds  tliey  pass  away, 

And  welcome  glorious  Spring. 
Sweet  Spiing ! 


MAY 


WEET  fragrance  fills  the  dewy  air, — 
J       Come,  dearest,  come  away. 
And  ill  its  rapture  drown  our  care, 

For  this  is  men-y  May ! 
The  merry  month — the  meny  month — 
The  joyous  month  of  May  ! 

Kind  Nature  brings 
Her  sweetest  things 
To  welcome  merry  Mav ! 


Glad  music  flows  from  hill  and  tree, 

Bu-ds  carol  in  the  air, 
And  ponr  a  stream  of  melody, 

To  charm  us  everywhere. 
Oh,  the  month — the  merrj'  month — 
The  tunefid  month  of  May  ! 

From  woods  and  plains 
Rise  cheerful  strains 
To  greet  thee  Queen  of  Mav  ! 


The  joyous  lambs  around  their  dams 
Are  bounding  in  their  play : 

Shall  we  be  sad,  nor  seem  as  glad, 
Dear  INIargaret,  as  they  ? 
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In  this  sweet  month — this  dearest  month — 
This  cheerinjr  month  of  Mav — 
Shall  we  alone, 
'Neath  heaven's  bright  zone, 
Be  sorrowftil  in  May  ? 

But  fairest  things  at  last  must  fade. 

And  monld'rinrr  pass  away  ; 
And  so  must  we ; — yet  love  shall  be 

To  lis  an  endless  May. 
Oh,  the  month — the  merry  month — 
The  charminjr  month  of  !May  ! 
True  love  shall  be 
To  thee  and  me, 
A  long,  unchanging  May  ! 

1838. 


A  SPRING   SONG. 


PRING-TIME    returning    sprinkles 
flowers 
O'er  valleys,  meads,  and  mountains ; 
The  genial  sun  and  gentle  slunvers 
Unlock  sweet  Natiu'e's  fountains. 
On  joyous  wing  the  wild  birds  sing 

With  loud  melodious  voice — 
"  Oh,  lovely  Spring !  thy  blossoms  bring, 
And  bid  the  world  rejoice." 

Spring-time  returning  sprinkles  flowers 
O'er  valleys,  meads,  and  mountains  ; 
The  genial  sun  and  gentle  showers 
Unlock  sweet  Nature's  fountains. 


In  stream  and  lake,  in  wood  and  brake. 

All  things  that  torpid  lie 
To  life  are  stirred  whene'er  is  heard 

Spring's  carol  in  the  sky. 
When  air  and  earth  are  full  of  mirth. 

Let  each  his  tribute  bring  ; 
With  loving  heart  bid  grief  depart. 

That  all  may  welcome  Spring. 
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Spring-tinie  has  come,  and  srattcrwl  flower- 
O'er  forests,  meads,  and  mountains; 

Hojx^  joyous  gilds  the  laughing  hours. 
And  music  fills  the  fountains. 

1855. 


MARIAN. 


A    SONG. 

LOOM,  bloom,  beautiful  flowers, 
And  fling  your  scent  on  the  wavy 
air ; 
Bear  it,  ye  winds,  to  Marian's  bowers, 
An<l  tell  her  my  spirit  in  love  is 
there ; 
Tell  her  of  honour  and  faith  excelling, 
Tell  her  that  love  is  the  light  of  life, 
The  cloudly  shadows  of  grief  dispellhig ; 
And  win — Oh  win  her  to  be  my  wife. 

Fall,  fall,  perishing  flowers  ! 

Oilour,  and  beauty,  and  life  are  gone  : 
"When  leaves  were  falling  in  silent  showers, 

Then  ^larian  fell,  and  I  am  alone : 
The  gloomiest  night  still  Ijrings  a  morrow 

Of  hope,  to  banish  our  fear  away  : — 
My  hour  of  peril,  my  night  of  sorrow 

Was  beautiful  Marian's  dawning  day. 


1852. 


A   HISTORY. 


MET  hor  Jir-t  in  early  Spriiifr, 
A  will!  ami  waywanl  jjlavful  thing; 
As  here  and  there  she  llitiin-:  flew. 
And  left  her  footprints  in  the  dew. 
^  I  marked  her  way  from  place  to  place, 

As  oilc  a  liKunding  fawn  mijiht  trace. 

A  wilful,  fitful,  laughing  thing, — 

The  joyous  spirit  of  the  Spring. 

Through  Summer  days  I  followed  still, 
^  By  singing  stream  and  breezy  hilJ ; 
Where  nestling  wild  flowers  "sweetest  grew, 
Or  softest  Ijreathing  ze]ihyrs  l.lew  ; 
Or  gazing  long  on  sea  and  sky. 
Her  soul  sat  glistening  in  her  eve. 
Thought's  temple  was  her  radiant  brow- 
She  seemed  the  Summer's  spirit  vow  ! 

When  purple  clusters  bent  the  vine, 
As  one  we  walked,  for  she  was  mine  ! 
Ah.  me!  I  cannot,  dare  not  tell. 
How  she  M-ith  Autumn's  fruitage  fell  • 
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I  only  know,  with  nmunit'iil  fare 
Ilrr  sha«lowy  form  of  Idvo  I  trace ; 
Ami  kiuvliii;:  l>in<l  almvi-  the  »nuw, 
\\  lull'  ;ill  I  tviT  li>vt'<l  lies  low  I 


1856. 


^'^^i:^<^^ 


TO  THE  HILLS  AWAV. 

ILL  you  coini-  to    my  moinitain 
honu*.  h>ve  ? 
N\  ill  you  come  to  the  hill>  witli 
mc  ? 
Through  the  wild  wimmU   "uwiil 
roam,  love. 
With  our  spirits  light  and  free. 
As  free  as  the  win<l  we  will  hountl  along. 

Your  voire  ^hall  our  niu^ic  he  : 
It-s  l«>ve  shall  rival  the  bird's  sweet  hong 

In  itt)  tuneful  niehNly. 
I'll  deck  vour  hair  with  rose»  rare. 

That  grow  on  the  gentle  hilL  ; 
And  weave  a  spell  at  the  fairies'  well, 

The  source  of  the  glancing  rills. 
Hark  I  hark  to  the  woo<l.«,  they  ^hout  Kejoice! 

Will  you  come  love, — come  to-day  ? 
List !  list  to  the  8<mnd  of  the  wooing  voice. 
To  the  hills  !  to  the  hills  away  ! 

To  vour  mountain  home  I  will  go,  love, 

I  will  go  to  the  hills  with  you  ; 
Throuirh  valley  an<l  wood  we'll  roam,  love. 

When  meadows  are  bright  with  <iew. 
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O  sweet  is  the  sonjr  of  the  soariujr  lark — 

The  linnet  upon  the  tree  : 
Bnt  .sweeter  tliun  hird."-  are  whi.»jiere<l  woni* 

That  wotiiniilv  wehonie  me. 
No  r(>^e.•<  rare  shall  deck  my  hair, 

A.s  we  L'liily  elinil)  the  hills  ; 
The  l)tltretiiL^'  lireeze  that  sway>  the  trees. 

My  .spirit  with  rapture  fills. 
Then  hie  from  tiie  town  to  the  brcezv  down. 

Xor  loiteriuji  lunger  .stay: 
From  the  elear  l>lue  sky  there  Cometh  a  erv. 

To  the  hills  !  to  the  hills  awav  ! 


Tlie  whole  of  the  first  verse,  with  ihf  o.xi-eption  of 
lino  1 1  mill  12.  1$  old,  and  said  to  be  American. 
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SOXG    FOR   THE    SEASON. 


J\  I. v. 

<>MK  when  tlie  dawn  of  the  moniinp 
is  lirtMkking, 
(iiihl  on  tlic  moiintaiii  tops — uusl  in 

till'  ]ilnin  ; 
Conie,  wlien  the  clamorous  hinls  art' 
awakinj; 
Man  nnt«)  duty  and  j>li-nsiiro  Uijain  ; 
Ilri^dil  let  your  bjiirits  be, 
Hreathin^  sweel  liberty, 
Drinkinj;  the  rapture  that  gladdens  the  brain. 

HiL'h  o'er  the  swelling  hills  shephenls  are  eiinibinj:. 

I)o\ni  in  the  meadows  the  mowers  are  seen  : 
Hrtvmakcrs  sinping, — and  villn<:p  bells  chiming, 
Lasses  and  lads  liL'htly  trip  o'er  the  frreen  : 
Tovin;:  and  wooin'r, 
frying,  pursuing, 
Nature  is  now  as  she  ever  has  been. 

Then,  when  the  toils  of  the  day  are  all  over. 
Gathered,  delighted,  set  round  in  a  ring ; 
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Youth  with  ii!<  uiirtiii'uJuc>s,  age  witli  its  chocrtul- 

11698, 

liiiiut'iil  of  liappiiiess,  cheerilv  sin^ — 
■•  HiiL'lit  imiv  dur  spirits  be, 
Happy  ami  ever  fK-c, 

Blcxfan-  the  jo)-8  tliat  from  innotence  sprinp." 
1852. 

S  0  X  G. 

II  K  setting  sjin  throws  o'er  the  sea 

A  '.'lorious  golden  i-hain, 
Uiiitiii;:  htiuls  in  Inrntls  of  h)ve. 

To  war  no  more  u<;aiii  : 
Or  is't  a  elieerin;,'  smile  from  Heaven 
iiorue  o'er  the  plowing  tide, 
To  Mess  two  Amdly-lovinp  hearts 
Now  lieating  side  by  side  i* 

I  am  a  child  of  Scotland's  wild 

And  ru<;<re«l  mountains  blue  : 
Ol' England's  wide  and  t'ertile  plains. 

The  fairest  child  are  you. 
Hy  Ileaveji's  example  thus  we  join 

In  love  our  father-lands  ; 
No  friend  is  he  to  thee  or  me 

Who'd  burst  the  holy  bands. 

But  what  are  country,  friends,  or  home. 

Since,  wheresoe'er  we  move, 
0»ir  two  fond  hearts  will  there  create 

A  world  of  joyous  love  ? 
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Thy  beamiriir  eye  shall  be  its  light, 

Thy  voice  its  melody  ; 
Thy  breath,  more  sweet  than  new-mown  hay. 

Its  atmosphere  shall  be. 


EEFLECTIONS. 

WRITTEN  AT  GAINFORD  SPA. 

OW  calm — how  still  my  spirit  feels 
Within  this  quiet  wood, 
Where  scarce  a  liimi  or  passinj^ 
breeze 
Awakes  the  solitude ! 


This  footpath  wiudinp  down  the  bank, 

That  health-restoriiijj  spring, 
These  overhanging  leafy  trees, 

Sad  thoughts  upon  me  bring. 

Each  bough's  the  home  of  many  a  sigh, 

Each  flower  of  many  a  tear  ; 
When  absent  from  the  longing  eye, 

My  thoughts  will  wander  here. 

Who  knows  ? — perchance  our  thoughts  have  met 

In  this  delightful  scene, 
Though  parted,  and  ten  thousand  miles 

Of  ocean  roll  between. 


REFLECTIONS. 
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\\nicre  art  thou  now,  my  brother  ? — where  ? 

The  et'lioing  woods  rej)eat ; 
Far  o'er  the  sea  thy  lonely  grave 

Is  trod  by  strangers'  feet. 

Upon  this  elm,  a  sapling  then, 

But  now  a  stately  tree, 
Tliy  name  was  carved  ; — where  is  it  now  ? 

No  trace  oi'  it  I  see. 

Grave  lesson  here  for  all  who  woo 

Ambition,  power,  or  fame  : 
The  name  had  long  outlived  the  man — 

The  tree  outlives  the  name  ! 

1^40. 


0,    WHAT   ARE   YOU  DOINC^? 

WHAT  are  you  doing,  sweet  Kelly  ? 

says  I ; 
O  what  are  you  doing,  sweet  Nellv, 
80  sly  ? 
It's  this  you  are  doing, 
Some  mischief  you're  brewing 
You'll  8onie  day  be  ruing. 
And  blaming  the  beam  of  a  certain  black  eye. 

It's  little  in  truth  that  I'm  doing,  says  she  ; 
O  nothinfr  at  all  I  am  doin<r — for  he 

Who  promised  to  meet  mc 

I'm  tliiuking  will  cheat  me — 

'Tis  cruel  to  treat  me 
So  badly,  and  leave  me  alone  as  you  see. 

Just  take  my  advice,  little  Nelly,  says  I ; 
0  take  my  advice,  and  to  follow  it  try. 

You  promised  to  marry 

That  do-nothing  Harry ! 

But  why  should  you  tan-y 
For  him  any  longer  ?  let  me  be  the  boy  t 

[Cfls/s  off  disguise. 1 
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O  how  could  you  tease  me  so,  Harry  ?  said  she, 
When  I'm  dying  to  please  you,  my  Harry  ^IcGhie. 

To  come  so  disguised, 

"Where  true  love  is  prized  ; 

Birt  I'll  do  as  advised. 
And  at  Easter,  dear  Harry,  we  wedded  shall  be. 


18:)6. 


^^1^^^^^^ 


WHAT   IS   IT? 


:HAT  is  it?  "What  is  it?  the  little 
child  said, 
As  he  played  on  the  earthen 
floor. 
With  the  patches  of  light  which 
the  sun  had  laid 
Through  the  chinks  of  a  shattered  door. 
They  are  shreds  of  white 
Fi-om  the  garments  bright 
Of  the  radiant  sun  on  high. 
Each  mote  in  the  beam  has  a  silver  ring  ; 
Oh !  silently  listen  and  hear  tliem  sing. 
As  they  eddying  dance  and  fl; 


•  t 


How  high  ? 
To  their  homes  far  up  the  sky ! 


ir. 


What  is  it  ?  AVhat  is  it  ?  the  young  man  said, 
On  his  cheek  was  a  flush  like  shame, 
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^Vhile,  dazzling  shone  from  their  dusky  shade 
Two  perilous  globes  of  flame  ! — 
Of  beaniinfi  eves 
Askant — and  sighs, 
Beware  young  man,  beware. 
They  may  bear  you  liigh,  they  may  sink  you  low  ; 
There  is  danger  whithersoever  you  go  : 
Of  conscience  alone  take  care  ! 

For  thei-e 
Is  the  peace  that  defies  despair. 

III. 

What  is  it  ?  What  is  it  ?  the  miser  said, 

As  he  stanunered,  and  clutched,  and  stared  ; 
The  gold  he  had  gathered  began  to  fade, 
Though  only  for  gold  he  cared. 
In  hoai-ding  wealth, 
He  had  liartered  health 
And  honour,  and  dwarfed  liis  j)Owers  ; 
For  self  alone  he  had  planted  seeds, 
For  self  lie  had  reaped  and  garnered  weeds  ! 
Mistaking  the  weeds  for  flowers  ; 

And  cowers    • 
From  the  blackness  that  over  him  lowers  ! 

IV. 

What  is  it  ?     What  is  it  ?  is  always  said 

Alike  by  the  young  and  the  old  : 
By  their  brightest  visions  they  are  betrayed, 
For  they  fade  like  a  story  told. 
Beneath  the  sun, 
Oh  every  one 
Some  sickening  sorrow  hath. 
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Corroding,  cankering  day  by  day, 
Flinging  dark  shadows  across  his  way, 

And  they  point — to  the  gulf  of  death, 
Which  .saith, 

Eove  honoui',  and  die  in  faith ! 


1856. 


-^53ic^ 


MY   OWN. 


own  !  my  own — all,  all  my  own  ! 
What  rapture  reused  my  child- 
liood's  joy  ! 
That  all  to  me,  to  me  alone, 
Should  now  belong  that  lovely 
toy! 


As  years  flew  by,  and  blood  grew  warm. 
And  deeper  thoughts  the  heart  employ  ; 

One  form  alone  had  power  to  chai'm 
The  passion  of  the  wayward  boy. 

But  later  still,  when  early  thouglit 
Had  into  flower  and  fruitage  grown, 

I  clasped  the  being  love  had  brought, 
Rejoicing  she  was  all  my  own. 

And  now,  when  spring  and  summer  heat 
Have  into  sober  autumn  blown, 

I  ever  find  my  joy  complete 

In  her  who's  evermore  my  own. 

1875. 


MASONIC  SONG." 

jT^IIAT  is  that  I  hear? 

Gently,  faintly,  knocking  ? 
^y      Some  one  claims  our  cheer : 
"-<  Hark  !  the  echo  mocking. 

Masons  all  are  kin  : 
JovoiLs  we're  too;ether : 
Bring  the  stranger  in — 

And  greet  hun  like  a  Brother. 
Clink  your  glasse.-^,  clink  : 
Set  their  lips  a-ringing. 
Clink  your  glasses,  clink — 

All  in  chorus  singrinji, 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrali  ! 

What  men  may  <lo,  we  dare,  man  ; 
Our  guide,  our  life,  our  law, 

The  compass,  book,  and  square,  man. 

Just,  upright,  we  stand — 

All  that's  false  rejecting  : 
Loyal  heart  and  hand — 

All  that's  good  protecting. 


'  Originally  >\Titten  for  the  Lodge  of  St.  John, 
No.  252,  Thornhill,  Dumfi'ies-shire ;  but  subsequently 
revised  so  as  to  make  it  acceptable  to  all  other  Lodges. 
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Knowlerlae  keeps  us  free  : 

Truth  defends  from  danger. 
Brethren  !  pledged  ai"e  we 
To  help  the  needy  stranger. 
Clink  your  glasses,  dink  ; 
Set  their  lips  a-ringing. 
Clink  your  glasses,  clink — 

All  in  chorus  singing. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah ! 

The  needy  are  our  care,  man  ; 
Our  guide,  our  life,  our  law, 

The  compass,  book,  and  square,  man. 

When  our  work  is  o'er, 

f  Sweet  is  rest  from  laboiu* ; 

Still  thei'c's  work  in  store — 

Work  to  hell)  a  neiglibour — 
Work  to  heal  the  smart 

Of  bitter  grief  and  sorrow ; 
Cheer  a  Brother's  heart, 
.  And  make  him  glad  to-morrow. 
Clink  your  glasses,  clink  ; 
»Set  their  lips  a-ringing. 
Clink  your  glasses,  clink — 

All  in  chorus  singing, 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah  ! 

To  help  a  friend,  prepare,  man  ; 
Our  guide,  our  life,  our  law, 

The  compass,  book,  and  square  man. 

Fill  again  !  and  toast, 

Joy  of  every  true  man, 
What  we  love  the  most — 

Woman — Sister  !  Woman  ! 
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Rosy,  ripe,  an<l  rare, 

Lij>s  with  lioncy  laden  ; 
All  ihat'j'  <ro<><l  and  lair, 
Wlietlur  Wife  or  Maiden. 

Clink  your  glasses,  rlink  ; 
Set  their  lips  a-rin;nng. 
Clink  yonr  plasses,  clink — 

All  in  clioniH  sinL'ii>L'. 
lIuiTuli,  hurrah,  huriuli ! 

Our  hearts  with  them  we  share,  man, 
In  honour,  Utve,  and  law, 

liy  compass,  book,  and  s(|uare,  man. 

Hrothors  I   when  we  part, 

Still  reniombor  duty  : 
Faithful  hand  and  heart. 

True  to  love  and  beauty. 
On  the  Sjuare  we  staml — 

All  that's  bri<_'ht  liefore  us  — 
Joyous  !   hand  in  iiand — 

And  Heaven  smiling  o'er  us. 

( 'link  your  glasses,  clink — 
Set  their  lips  a-ringing. 
Clink  your  glasses,  clink — 

All  in  chorus  singing, 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah  ! 

Fraternity  we  swear,  man  ; 
Our  L'uide,  our  life,  and  law, 

The  compass,  book,  and  squaie.  man. 


LOVE  AND  MARRIAGE.  IX  FIVE 
STAXZAS. 


I. DKSCRirTlVE. 

B*OW  pleasant  to  jraze  where  allt-ntion 
looks, — 
^';^-    W'liere  palm-;   are  lessens,  and  eyes 
j;j^         arc  hooks  ; 

A\  lieiv'cT  lovers  wander,  in  sun  nr  in 
shade. 
Two  kindred  souls  have  an  Eden  made. 
Amid  olive  >rroves  by  the  tidele*s  sea 
J"hey  pliglited  their  troth,  and  how  hapjiy  was  he  ; 
I  watched  them  Igng,  antl  I  see  them  now, 
Supremely  blessed  in  their  hearts  I  trow. 


II. 


-IMAGINATIVK. 


Oh  sweet  are  the  greetings  old  friends  renew, 
As  in  parted  clouds  is  a  glimpse  of  blue  ; 
How  dear  are  ihe  blossoms  fond  eyes  discern 
That  nestle  and  smile  'neath  an  arch  of  fern  : 
And  sweet  is  the  music  that  wanderei's  hear 
That  tells  of  their  distant  homes  so  dear  : 
But  sweeter  than  these — than  all — I  prove, 
Are  hearts  that  in  unison  beat  with  love. 
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111. SPKCIXATIVE. 

Oh  there  is  a  maiden  so  fair  to  see, 

I  would  she  were  willing  to  wed  with  me ; 

How  happy  wore  I  if  I  could  but  rest 

In  the  shade  of  the  pansy  that  gems  her  breast ; 

Or  she  on  my  breast  as  mine  repose, 

Beside  this  blushing,  love  breathing  rose. 

The  earth  were  heaven  could  I  but  feel 

That  she  loved  me,  an<l  called  me  her  own  Emile ! 

IV. DECLARATIVE. 

I  looked  like  ice — though  my  heart  was  fire, — 

And  langiiage  declined  to  express  desire  : 

I  felt  like  a  statue  of  dumb  despair. 

But  somehow  my  feet  ever  wandered,  where 

I  suddenly  foimd,  ^\•ith  glad  sui-jtnse, 

Love  potently  speaks  through  earnest  eyes ! 

I  silently  wooed  smd  won  iny  bride, — 

My  beautiful  p]inma — my  life,  my  pride  ! 

v. CONCLUSION. 

Thus  silently,  smldenly.  hastily  won, 
Two  hands  are  united,  two  hearts  are  one. 
Brush,  canvas,  and  colours  are  cast  aside 
For  cares  and  for  duties  becoming  a  bride. 
She  goes  with  our  blessing — we  all  rejoice, — 
Though  some  will  be  missing  her  cheery  voice. 
One  star  from  the  mountain  has  vanished  away 
To  illumine  the  valley  of  lone  Tenay. 
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LOVE'S  CONSOLATION. 


ENVY  not  the  world  its  wealth, 
Nor  mhigle  m  its  strife  ; 
»^     I'm  happy  in  mv  lowly  home, 
^ ,  My  rhiklreu,  and  my  wife  : 

Their  cheering  presence  fills  my  heart 

AVith  gladness  day  and  night; 
Aiii)roving  smiles  from  tliose  we  love 
Make  hardest  labour  liirht. 


To  feel  a  kiss  from  loving  lips 

Imprinted  on  my  V)row, 
Brings  more  of  happiness,  dear  wife, 

Than  princes  ever  know  ! 
To  hear  our  children  laugh,  and  see 

Them  playing  on  the  floor  : 
O  this,  my  dearest,  makes  us  feel 

We  never  can  be  poor ! 


Our  books  are  Nature's  flowery  vales, 
And  heathery  mountains  high, — 

The  waving  woods, — the  foaming  tides,- 
And  Heaven's  bespangled  sky ; 
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Our  music  is  the  song  of  l)irds. 

The  humming  of  the  bees, 
The  cadence  of  the  murmuring  streams. 

The  sighing  of  the  trees  ! 

Our  pilgrimage  on  earth,  dear  wife, 

Soon — very  soon — may  cease ; 
We're  thankful  still  fur  many  days 

Of  bounteous  love  and  peace : 
Through  life  we  have  united  been ; 

And  this  I  only  pray  : 
One  balmy  gale  at  last  may  bear 

Our  souls  ui  bliss  awav  ! 


DYING. 


TIE  maiden  raised  ber  feeble  fomi 
Upon  the  huml)le  bed, 
And,  stretchinj^  fortb  her  slender 
hand, 
In  trembling  accents  said  :  — 
"  Dear  mother,  I  am  very  faint, 
Some  drink  I  pray  thee  bring ; 
And  what  will  cool  this  burning  pain 
Like  water  from  the  spring  ? 


"  Oh  this  is  sweet ! — 'tis  very  sweet ! 

I  fain  would  drink  again  ; 
I  feel  it  trickling  here,  and  here. 

All  through  my  heart  and  brain  ! 
Now,  mother,  bring  me  gayest  liowers, 

And  leaflets  young  and  green  ; 
I'll  make  my  love  tlie  fairest  crown 

That  poet  e'er  has  seen. 


"  I'll  bind  it  with  my  silken  hair, 
And,  mother,  it  will  be, 

When  placed  upon  his  lofty  brow, 
^lost  beautiful  to  see  ! 
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My  lips  shall  ever)'  leaf  embalm, 
The  hiimhlcst  shall  not  fade ; 

My  tears  annealed,  like  livinjr  stars, 
Shall  sparkle  on  his  head." 


The  mother  heard,  obeyed,  and  smiled, 

Deli;;hted  thus  to  (uid 
That  reason's  holy  lijjht  apain 

Illumed  her  daufihter's  mind. 
*' 'Tis  finished,  mother! — Oh,  my  heart 

Feels  jrlad, — I  know  not  wliy  ! 
Tliou'lt  tell  how  truly  I  have  loved, 

Nor  shrank  when  death  was  nigh  ! 


"Thou'lt  place  this  on  his  head,  I  know  ; 

'Twill  insjiiration  hrinp  : 
I  low  happy  they  wlio  then  will  hear 

How  mournfully  he'll  sing  ! 
His  looks — methinks  I  sec  them  now — 

Fall  tenderly  on  me  : 
His  ima<:e -fills  my  weary  eyes — 

I  nothing  else  can  see  ! " 


The  beam  of  bright  intelligence, — 

A  pure  celestial  ray 
Of  heavenly  light, — no  longer  shone. 

But,  darkening,  passed  away  : 
The  eye  resumed  its  wonted  glare, — 

All  meaningless  its  gaze. 
And  cold,  as  when  through  icicles 

The  glimmering  moonlight  plays  ! 
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A  few  short  hours  she  silent  sate, 

Then  heaved  a  doleful  sigh ; 
And,  starint;  into  vai-ancy 

With  frenzy-buniing  eye, 
Exclaimed,  "  Ah  !  what  art  thou,  di-ead  form  ? 

Hi>rl  not  thy  dart  at  me ! 
Thou  hast  I — Ah  me  !  my  lover's  song 

Brings  immortality  !" 


<*' 
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HE  spring  time  had  come;  we  were 
saw  ing  the  corn  ; 
When    Minnie  —  wee   Minnie  —  my 

^Minnie  was  born  ; 
She  came  when  the  sweet  blossoms 
burst  for  the  bee, 
An'  a  sweet  bud  o'  beauty  was  Minnie  to  me. 

The  harvest  was  ower,  and  yellow  the  leaf, 
When  Mary,  my  daughter,  was  smitten  wi'  grief, 
O  little  thought  I  my  dear  Mary  wad  dee. 
An'  leave  as  a  blessing,  wee  Minnie  to  me. 

O  guard  her,  ye  angels,  an'  keep  her  as  noo, 
A  glint  o'  warm  sunshine — a  clear  ckap  o'  dew. 
An'  sweet  as  the  hinny  blob  fresh  frae  the  bee — 
"She  is  aw  thae,  an'  mair,  is  my  Minnie  to  me. 

Ilcr  hair's  like  the  lang  trailing  tresses  o'  night; 
Her  face  is  the  dawn  o'  day,  rosy  and  bright ; 
Sae  bashfu",  sae  thoughtfu',  yet  cheery  an'  free: 
She  just  is  a  wonder,  my  Minnie  to  me. 
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llcr  smile  is  sae  sweet,  an'  sae  glancin'  her  een, 
They  bring  back  the  face  o'  my  ain  bonny  Jean ; 
Mair  sweet  than  the  linties,  that  sing  on  the  tree. 
Is  the  voice  o'  my  Minnie  when  singing  to  me. 

For  mony  lang  years  I'd  been  doiting  alane, 
When  Minnie  revealed  the  auld  ficliiigs  again; 
In  the  barn  or  the  byre,  on  tlie  liill  or  the  lea, 
My  bonnie  wee  Minnie  is  seldom  frae  me. 

Wherever  she  moves  she  lets  slip  a  wee  crumb, 
To  beastics  or  birdies,  tlie  helpless  an'  dumb, 
How  she  feeds  them,  and  leads  them,  it's  bonny  to 

see ; 
Oh  !  a  lesson  o'  loving  is  Minnie  to  me. 

Whenever  she  hears  my  slow  step  on  the  floor. 
She  stands  wi'  her  han'  on  the  sneck  o'  the  door, 
An'  welcomes  me  ben  wi'  a  face  fu'  o'  glee, 
O  nane  are  sae  happy  as  Minnie  an'  me. 

She  trots  to  the  comer,  an'  sets  me  a  chair, 

She  plays  wi'  my  haflcts,  and  kames  down  my 

hair  : 
Or  keeks  through  my  specs,  as  she  sits  on   my 

knee ; 
Oh  wer't  na  for  Minnie,  I  think  I  wad  dee. 

But  I'll  no  talk  o'  deeing ;   some  work  may  be 

done, 
Or  daundering  dreamily,  bask  in  the  sun  ; 
Till  Providence  pleases  my  spirit  to  free. 
Oh  !  nae  power  shall  sever  my  Minnie  an'  me  ! 

1869. 


ADA^I    BROWX   AND   JEANIE 
KENNEDY. 

A    BALLAD. 

DAM  BliOWN  and  Jeanie  Kennedy 
were  born  i'  the  same  year ; 
'I  She  doun  l»y  the  Carrun  burn — he  up 
L^  at  Durrisdeer ; 

The  weans  they  toddled  han'  in  han' 
an'  sae  thcgither  grew, — 
Till  as  manikin'  an'  witekin  they're  known  tlie 
valley  through. 

♦  They  cleekit  arm  in  arm  as  aye  they  laughiu'  gaed 

to  schuil, 
And  learnt  the  shorter  carritch  in  the  mill  ayont 

Drumcruil : 
In  the  simmer  she  for  Adam  pou'd  the  gowans 

frae  the  braes, 
And  in  autumn,  for  his  Jeanie,  Adam  gathered 

nuts  and  slaes. 


When  either  o'  the  bonny  bairns  the  neebors  ever 

saw. 
They  kenned  fu'  weel  the  ither  ane  would  no  be 

far  awa; 
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TLfv  aye  were  drawii  thegitlicr.  but  they  didna 

ilree  the  chanu ; 
She  waii  weak,  an*  he  was  strong,  sae  he  guartled 

her  frae  harm. 

He  grew  like  ony  sturdy  aik  in  glory  on  the  lea. 
An'  she  was    like    the    ivy  clinging   close  as  ye 

might  see; 
Frttc  'neath  his  strtmg  protecting  arm  she  smiling 

read  hi.-*  fare. 
As  in  return  she  lent  to  him  her  beauty  an'  her 

grace. 

Like  sister  and  like  brither,  they  wad  sit  on  the 

same  seat 
Wi'  clasping  bans,  an'  cheek  to  cheek,  and  whiles 

their  lips  wad  meet  ; 
They  never  spnk  a  wonl  o*  luve,  for  deep  d«>wn  in 

the  heart 
The  truth  was  cherished  that  o'  anc  the  ithcr  was 

a  part. 

As  she  grew  up  to  womanhood  an'  he  to  manhood, 

sae 
Tlu'  time  had  come  wlion  lie  awa  to  foreign  lan's 

maun  gac ; 
The  afternoon  was  cloudy,   an<l   the  night  was 

driving  weet. 
Yet  they  parte^l  as   if  feeling  they  wad  in  the 

mornin'  meet. 

When  mornin'  came  wee  Jeanie's  een  were  red 

an'  dewy  blind. 
And  ever  she  was    looking  fur  what  she  could 

never  find ; 
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O  Had  was  she  an'  restless,  yet  slie  blushet  like 

the  haw, 
As  she  ask  hersi  1'  the  cjueMinii — •  Why  did  Adam 

•'ttiiy  uwa  y  " 


The  simmer  it  hud  fudt<l   into  autumn  wcini,  an 

that 
IIa<l  j;lidc<i  into  winter;   cauld  an'  lanely  .Ii-anie 

sat. 
She  fain  wad  proet  and  find  reliif.  hut  sweet  ii;ii « 

never  eame  ; 
Yet  aye  she  silent  sighing  prayed  for  Adam  t. 

come  hauic  ! 


'  Lang  letters  first,  then  shorter;  then  for  uu)nths 
nae  tidin^'s  ciunc  ; 
Jeanie  feared  lie  might  be  ailing,  yet  she  didmi 

Adam  blame : 
Jealous  tongues  let  loose  a  whisper,  O  how  rajjidly 
it  spread, 
»That    A<lam    to    a    lady    high    in    Canada    wa- 
we<l ! 


Wee  Jeanie,  she  grew  unco  pale,  tlie  bloom  it  left 

her  eheek. 
She  pined  like  ony  lily,  but  she  nae  reproach  wad 

speak ; 
"  O  wcel  kens  he,  lua  happiness  was  aw  my  aim 

in  life, 
Gude  angels  pour  your  blessings  baith  on  Adam 

an'  his  wife." 
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Jiut,  whisht !  tliere  is  a  clicking  at  the  sneck  upo' 

the  door, 
A  stranger  man — a  manly  man — is  standing  on 

the  floor ! 
She  looks  at  him — she  flies  to  him — she  falls  upon 

his  breast, 
•'  O,  Adam,  this  is  happiness  " — "  My  Jeanie,  I  am 

Most!" 

1875. 


THE   AULD,  AULD    STOrvT— LASSES 
BEWARE. 

SWEET  is  the  strife,  and  pleasant 
the  life 
Of  lasses  when  spirited,   young, 

an'  bonny ; 
For  maidenly  charms  draw  lovers 
m  swarms. 
Like  bees  to  the  blossoms  intent  on  honey ; 
For  health  it  is  good  as  ane's  daily  food, 
A  rapturous  time  is  young  maidenhood. 

Tint  whatten  a  life — O  whatten  a  strife, 

When  cheeks  are  a  waning  an'  mair  than  thirty  ! 
For  how  to  get  out  of  ane's  maidenhood 
Is  a  terrible  trouble — it  is — my  certie  ! 
It  canna  be  guid  to  get  thin  in  the  bluid, 
Bewrinkled,  an'  still  in  ane's  maidenhood. 
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In  our  beautiful  pleii  there  are  niony  young  men, 

A'  stalwart  an'  stronjr  as  a  man  siioukl  be; 
They  say  I  look  weel,  yet,  rarely  a  chiel 
Slips  iii  at  the  gloamin'  a  wooing  o'  me. 
I'm  sairly  afraid  my  chances  are  dead, 
An'  I'm  fated  to  live  an'  to  die  an  auld  maid, 

A  mettlesome  lad  frae  ayont  Drumwhad, 

Where  shimmering  babbles  a  burnie  bonnie, 
He  babblin'  plied  his  suit,  an'  I  tried 

To  like  him,  but  wairsh,  O  wairsh  was  Johnnie  ! 
In  sooth  I'm  afraid  my  fortune's  in  shade, 
An'  1'  doomed  to  shiver  an'  wither  a  maid. 
/ 

It  was  nice  to  be  cUppct  around  the  waist, 

An'  hae  noticed  tlie  shape  o'  mv  dainty  feet  ; 
Sae  blate  was  the  lout — he  wad  never  speak  out, 

Yet,  O  his  kisses  were  saft  and  sweet. 
^       When   gane,   I'm  afraid  I  wished   he   had 
stayed  : 

To  be  somebody's  wife,  I  wad  sink  the  auld 
maid. 

Syne  a  minister  man,  fi-ae  ayont  Straquhan' 
Cam'  fleechin'  an'    preachin' ;    I  answered  in 
haste — 
lie  micht  do  for  the  heathen, — but  wadna  for 
me — then 
His  way  of  conversion  was  no  to  my  taste. 
He  sighed  an'  he  prayed  I'd  be  Mistress 

M'Faed; 
That  micht  hae  been  wiser  than  pming  a  maid. 
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A  lawyer  came  neist  on  a  hard-ridden  beast — 

Post  obits,  an'  actions,  sustained  ur  condoned, 
Laws  Koman  an'  Gothic,  kirk  laws  and  hypo- 
theck ! — 
Intcrveninu — I  tauld  him  bis   suit  was  post- 
poned. 
He  scowlinijlv  said,  wi'  a  jerk  of  his  head. 
He  was  foolish  to  think  of  a  scraggy  avid 
maid  ! 

A  doctor  then  cam'  they  ca'd  Simpering  Tarn, 

Wba's  potions  were  ready  for  ilka  condition ; 
Wi'  havering  prattle  be  talked  o'  bis  cattle, 
But  I  turned  me  away  frae  this  son  o'  perdition. 
He  began  to  upbraid — half  relenting,  I  said, 
There  is  spunk  in  the  doctor  ;  and  still  I'm 
a  maid. 

Ae    nicht    in    my  dreaming,  I   heard   a  bairn 
Fcrenming. 
I  cuddled  and  kissed  it  sae  mitherly  fain ; 
But  I  suddenly  woke,  an'  the  spell  it  was  broke. 
I  was  aw  on  my  wearisome  pillow  alane. 

I  am  mickle  afraid  that  all  hoping  will  fade. 
That  I'll  live  discontented  and  die  an  auld 
maid. 

Kind  Heaven  prevent  I  should  live  to  repent 

Refusing  all  chances  o'  wifehood  sae  happy ! 
I  fear  I  may  fauld  a  man  wizened  an'  auld 
Instead  o'  a  young  ane  sae  cozie  an'  crappie. 
Gae  fetch  me  a  plaid,  I'll  ride  on  a  raid 
Ere  I  grow,  as   I'm  growing,  a  shrivelled 
auld  maid. 
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Just  then    frae   Glen  Shinnel  cam'  Donald 
M'Kinnel, 
A  weel-to-do  body  ^\■\  liaflTt-ts  like  snaw  . 
As  I  uacd^to  the  well,  I  just  thocht  to  mysel' 
The  auld  ane  is  better  than  nne  man  ava  ! 
It  weel  may  be  said  my  ccneeit  has  been  laid, 
But  m  drop  the  reproach  o'  a  cankered 
auld  maid. 

Now  I  am  his  ain,  I  can  eee  very  plain 

lie  Ls  doatingly  fain  o'  his  forty-year  wife. 

But  a  word  in  your  ear, — nae  pickle  o'  gear 
Can  brim  up  wi'  pleasure  ane's  measure  o'  life  ! 
O  marriajre  is  <ruid — it  gladdens  the  bluid  ; 

/       An'  onything's  better  than  maidenhood  ! 

As  I  sit  in  the  kirk,  the  young  lasses  may  smirk 

An'  think  I'm  gaen  gyted — what's  that  to  me  ? 

AVliile  Donald  is  kind,  to  their  joking  I'm  blind — 

They'll  be  glad  of  my  luck  gin  they  bide  a  wee  ! 

4       I  noo  understand  how  marriage  is  grand, 

An'  a  Wife  is  the  noblest  name  in  the  land  ! 

1875. 


COILA. 

BEAD  AT  A   MEETING   HELD   IN  COMMEMOBATIOX 
OF    THE    BIRTH    OF    BURNS. 

GAIN, — again  assembled  here, 
Are  men  with   hearta  ami  souls 

simere, 
And  eyes  whose  histre  with  a  tear 
Is  dimmed  for  him  of  Coila  ! 
Yes  I  here  ajrnin  a  chosen  few 
Shall  pay  the  grateful  homage  due 
To  him,  tlie  gentle,  kind,  and  true, 
Who  sweetly  sung  in  Coila  ! 

A  title  sumph  was  not  his  lot : 

His  hirth-place  was  the  peasant's  cot : 

When  men  have  dotard  kinjrs  fortrot, 

They'll  think  of  him  and  Coila. 
He  knew  no  rules  nor  studied  art 
By  which  his  lays  might  reach  the  heart  ; 
Of  Genius'  self  he  seemed  a  part — 

A  genius  born  in  Coila  ! 


COIL  A.  173 

And  as  for  laws,  be  needed  none  ; 

His  thoujihts  were  laws, — ay,  every  one, — 

And  uiiivirsal  as  (he  sun 

That  softly  beams  in  Coila; 
And  nations  yet  iinhorn  8hall  raise 
Their  voices  tuned  to  notes  of  praise 
Of  him  who.xf  tlioii'fhts  were  turned  always 

On  liberty  and  Coila  ! 

.  IJut  whore  are  they  who  made  him  wink 
At  things  that  were,  nor /A/rc  tu  think. 
But  WORK,  and  thus  coercive  sink 

The  nuL'hty  mind  of  Coila  ? 
Yes  !  where  are  they  ? — You  may  ask  where. — • 
In  deej)est  doom,  or  wheresoe'er 
Kase  souls  are  found,  you'll  find  them  there, 
But  not  with  him  of  Coila ! 

If  ye  his  fame  in  truth  would  see, 

Go  search  amonir  the  brave — the  free  : 

There  mark  the  freest  soul, — 'tis  he 

"Who  loves  the  bard  of  Coila  ! 
When  hearts  enslaved  for  freedom  srlow, 
They  feel  their  wronps,  and  strike  the  blow, 
Are  free! — Go,  learn  who  taught  them  so! 

They'll  shout, — a  voice  from  Coila  ! 

The  wand'ring  exile  doomed  to  roam 
O'er  deserts  wild, — o'er  Ocean's  foam, — 
Far,  far  from  friendsliip,  love,  and  home, 

Is  still  consoled  by  Coila ! 
lie  thinks  not  on  the  arid  plains, 
Xor  fever  raging  in  his  veins, 
For  crooning  o'er  old  Scotia's  strains. 

He  deems  himself  in  Coila ! 
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Wlicn  virgin  bosoms  pant  with  love, 
And  dream  of  bliss  whene'er  they  rove 
By  windinj;  stream  or  balmy  frrcive, 

O  !  then  thoy  think  (ifCoila. 
With  passion  (juiverinii  throufrh  the  brain 
Tliey  strive  to  speak,  but  ah  !  how  vain. 
Till  Bums  with  inatric  rends  the  chain — 
For  who  could  willing  love  explain, 

Like  him,  the  bard  of  Coila  ? 

AVhene'er  the  social  fbw  unite 
To  spend  in  joy  the  festive  nijrht. 
The  wit  and  wisdom  dazzling  bright 

Are  borrowed  beams  from  Coila ! 
Whate'er  his  theme,  the  poet  shone  ; 
The  lyre  he  struck  was  all  his  own  ; 
'Tis  broken  now. — the  Bard  is  gone, — 

And  Genius  weeps  o'er  Coila  ! 
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TO   THE   MEMORY   OF   BURNS. 

BEAD  AT  A  MEETING   HELD  IN  COMMEMORATION   OF 
THE  poet's  BIRTH. 

MMORTAL  Bard,— immortal  Burns, 
The  Patriot  and  the  Prince  of  Song, 
Wlion  friends  are  met  shall  they  forget 
|X         The  honours  which  to  thee  belong  ? 

Immortal  Burns  ! 

In  every  laml  where  truth  is  known, 
J      The  musings  of  thy  mighty  mind 
In  sti'aius  of  melting  love  have  flown 
To  fraternize  the  human  kind. 

Immortal  Burns ! 

Thy  lays  have  seared  the  tyrant's  heart 
I-ike  flaming  bars  of  hottest  steel, 

Bvit  raised  the  poor  to  know  their  right, 
To  think  as  men, — as  men  to  feel. — 
Immortal  Bums! 

When  light,  and  hope,  and  reason  die, 
And  darkness  shrouds  the  face  of  day, 
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And  all  tliinps  fade, — O,  only  then 
Shall  Scotland's  Bard  in  fame  decay, 
«  Immortal  Bums 

With  reverent  silence  we  will  fill 
A  cup  whene'er  this  day  returns, 

And  ]>k'(lrro  till'  nu-mory  of  the  Bard, 
The  Bard  of  Nature — Kol>ert  Burn«, 
Immortal  Burns! 


-^^ 


NITH. 


.5— N- 


J^-^Ty  I T 1 1  !  my  dear  romantic  stream, 
'  Lan;:  may  your  waters  flow 

In  clear  and  quiet  loveliness, 

Without  a  tale  of  woe. 
Lan;:  may  the  mists  that  rise  frae  ye 
Fa'  in  refreshinj:  sliowers, 
And  bring  fresh  verdure  to  your  meads, 
Fresh  fragrance  to  your  flowers ! 

Your  course  is  like  the  human  life, 

Sae  changingly  ye  rin  ; 
Here  creeping  slowly  tlirough  the  vale, 

There  rolling  o'er  a  liim. 
Yet  as  ye  wander  on  your  way, 

All  nature  smiles  on  ye  ; 
Ten  thousand  voices  chant  your  praise, 

Frao  bank,  frae  bush,  and  tree  ! 
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IIow  oft  upon  your  llowery  banks 

At  fjloaniin'  I  hac  strayed, 
Wi'  Mary,  blusbinfj,  young,  and  fair, 

My  ain,  my  gentle  maid  ; 
How  lift  beneath  the  trystmg-tree 

Thegitlier  we  hae  stoo<l, 
An'  gazed  u])on  the  moon's  briebt  ray. 

Clear,  flickering  in  your  flood  ! 

"Twas  on  your  banks  tliat  first  we  met, — 

Soft,  murinurintr  did  ye  flow  ; 
'Twas  there  I  stole  the  first  fond  kiss, 

'Twas  there  we  scaled  the  vow : 
Whilst  with  our  lips  our  troth  we  pledged, 

Mair  lovely  did  ye  seem  ; 
We  felt  ye  smiled  approvingly, 

Dear  Nith,  beloved  stream! 

The  flowers  may  fade  npon  your  banks, 

The  breekan  m\  the  brae, 
But  O  !  the  love  I  hae  for  ye 

Shall  never  pass  away  : 
rhongh  age  may  wrinkle  this  smooth  brow. 

And  youth  be  like  a  dream, 
•still,  still  my  voice  to  Heaven  shall  rise 

For  blessings  on  your  stream ! 
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A 11^  (111.  .-iiiil  (in,  my  morry  hark. 
Dance  piiily  o'er  the  sea, 
And  brinji  me  to  my  mountain  home. 

"  AuM  Scotia,"  lirave  and  free  : 
Oh,  now  I  .see  her  warlike  hill.-*. 
I  love  her  more  and  more  ; 
With  child-like  joy  I  bless  the  sand 
That  shines  upon  her  shore  ! 

The  cloud-nursed  mountains  beckon  riie, 

The  valleys  smile  below  ; 
The  gentle  streams,  rejoicing,  seem 

To  greet  me  in  their  flow  : 
Some  boast  of  sunny  eastern  dimes, 

Where  light  eternal  glows ; 
^Vliere  all  is  sunshine,  man  of  life 

But  half  its  pleasure  knows. 

Give  me  the  land  of  light  and  shade, 

Of  moimtain  and  of  river, 
Where  feeding  streams  from  healthy  springs 

Make  meadows  verdant  ever  j 
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Where  Winter  brint's  his  roaring  floods. 

The  sprinj.'  flowers  ever  new, — 
The  Autuiun  hrown  and  shady  woods, — 

The  Suuinier  sunshine  too  ' 

Whert-  Free(h)in  first  her  standaril  raised, 

Despotic  banners  wave ; 
The  iron  liecl  of  Tyraimy 

Is  traniplinjr  o'er  her  <rrave  : 
Tliose  suiuiy  lands  are  bound  in  chains  ! 

But,  S<-i)thind,  still  in  thee 
Men  brave  the  terrors  of  the  blast, 

And,  like  it,  they  are  free  ! 

Here  are  the  wintb'ng  woodland  paths 

Where  oft  I've  tai-ried  lon<r, 
Entranced  with  forest  music  sweet, 

Fair  Nature's  soothinir  smi"' ! 
And  there  a  gentle  nuiiden  lived, 

The  tirst  my  soul  to  move  ; 
Whose  smiles  fn-st  twined  around  my  heart 

The  cords  of  early  love. 

She  plaited  me  a  laurel  crown, 

I  decked  her  hair  with  flowers  : 
The  light  iif  heaven  ne'er  dawiied  upon 

A  happier  life  than  ours  ; 
We  thought  of  love,  we  spoke  of  love, 

Love's  breath  jierfumed  the  air  ; 
Love  reigned  in  heaven, — Love  ruled  on  earth  ; 

'Twas  love, — love  everywhere  ! 

Spirit  of  Life  !  grant,  when  I  die, 
Like  feeHngs  may  be  given  ; 


180  THE  BAUD'S  RETURN. 

Then  gently  bear  my  soul  away 

Untd  a  lii<rlu'r  heaven  : 
From  youlli  till  now  I've  happy  been, 

And  why  not  in  decay  ? 
The  sun  as  sweetly  smiles  on  eve 

As  on  the  risinj'  dav  ! 


NITH   REVISITED. 

LOW  on,  flow  on,  beloved  stream, 
.My  dear,  delightful  river, 
f^u     By  castles  grey  and  meadows  green : 
Flow  on  in  peace  for  ever. 
In  youtli  I  waiulered  by  thy  side, 
The  Tynron  iiills  before  me, 
And  now  as  bridegroom  loves  his  bride. 
In  spirit  I  adore  thee. 

I'm  wedded  to  thy  glens  and  holma, 

So  wild,  so  full  of  beauty  ; 
The  past  into  the  present  glides, 

And  blends  with  love  and  duty. 
I  hear  the  pulsing  evening  breeze 

Among  the  branches  beating ; 
My  heart,  attuned  to  winds  and  trees. 

The  cadence  is  repeating. 

High  up  the  sky  in  clouds  I  trace 

The  day's  departing  glory, 
While  by  my  side  a  sunny  face 

Reflects  a  sweeter  story  : 
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The  storj'  of  a  lovinp  life, 

The  passing  hours  renew  it ; 
Nor  joy,  nor  care,  nor  worldly  strife, 

Can  conquer  or  subdue  it. 

The  cloven  rocks  make  dismal  dens, 

In  which  your  waters  darkle, 
Emer(;ing  from  their  <:l(>oniv  "rlcns, 

Oh  ht)W  you  dash  and  sparkle  ! 
So  life  must  pass  tlirou<,di  clouds  and  tears, 

Few  rays  of  hope  surroundinj;  ; 
As  mists  roll  off  the  sky  iij>pcars, 

With  light  and  love  abounding. 

Dear  stream,  thou  emblem  of  mv  days, 

Thou  child  of  moss  and  mountain, 
My  heart  to  thee  would  be  of  praise 

A  never  failing  fountain. 
So  llow  for  aye,  beloved  stream  ! 

Dear  Nith,  deliglitful  river. 
By  castles  gi'ey  and  meailows  green 

Flow  on  in  peace  for  ever. 

1866. 


TYNRON  GLEN— THE  SIIIXNEL. 


'VE  sung  of  Nith,  I've  sung  of  Scaur, 
I've  sung  of  Annan  "Water  ; 
And  now  I  sing  of  Shinnel  stream, 
i        Of  Tynron  hiUs  the  daughter. 


Whence,  trickling  from  its  oozy  source 
"Mong  heather,  l)ent,  and  rushes, 

It  broadens  as  it  glancing  runs 
Beneath  o'erhanging  bushes. 

By  Bennan's  bonny  woods  and  hills. 
Where  babbling  bums  meander  ; 

Where  lasses  gatlier  nuts  and  slaes, 
And  wooers  love  to  wander  ! 


Down  Tynron  Glen  by  Tynron  Kirk, 
Where  bells  are  gaily  ringing  ; 

Past  Capenoch  nestling  in  its  woods, 
Where  birds  are  sweetly  singing. 

There  fishers  cast  the  treacherous  fly, 
Confiding  trouts  deceiving ; 

And  children  dip  amphibious  feet 
In  bliss  beyond  believing  ! 
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The  sun  sliines  down  from  cloudless  skies 
On  mountain,  i\)ck,  and  meadow  ; 

Whilst  bro\vsin<r  beeves  beneath  the  trees 
Luxuriate  in  the  shadow. 

m 

The  sparrows'  twitterings  from  the  eaves 

Blend  with  the  cushats'  cooing ; 
Whilst  playful  laml)s  on  grassy  braes 

Their  gambols  are  pursuing. 

I've  tasted  much  of  joy  in  life, 

And  deeply  drank  of  sorrow  ; 
If  e'er  o'erwhelmed  with  care  or  sti-ife, 

I  will  from  nature  borrow 

A  tJirilling  sense  of  bliss  supreme, 

Among  these  lovely  mountains  : 
Inhaling  wealth  of  mental  health 

Near  Shinnel's  pleasant  fountains. 

Xo  clearer  sky  or  greener  earth 

Were  found  at  the  besiinnins. 
When  first  creation  had  its  birth, 

And  stars  were  set  a  spinning. 

Here  stands  the  ever  open  door. 

Inviolate  from  danger ; 
Where  lavish  hearts  and  clasping  hands 

A  welcome  give  the  stranger. 

O  new-found  friends  on  Tynron  braes, 

O  dear,  delightful  river  ; 
O  fair  young  buds  of  womanhood, 

May  joy  be  yours  for  ever  ! 

1875. 


SONG 

FOR  THE  WISE  AND  TRULY  TEMPERATE. 

END  the  brimming  glasses  round, 
Make  the  beaming  bubbles  flicker ; 
Men  o'  sense  will  ne'er  confound 

The  wight  who  wisely  topes  his  liquor. 
Pile  with  logs  of  pme  the  hearth  ; 
Set  the  kettle's  steam  a  reeling, 
Waken  we  the  sounds  of  mirth ; 

Banish  every  fearsome  feeling  ! 
Biting  blasts  with  icy  flail 

Hills  and  howes  are  fiercely  beating ; 
Wildest  winds  shall  not  prevail 

To  chUl  the  ardour  of  our  meeting : 
Send  the  brunming  glasses  round, 

Make  the  beaming  bubbles  flicker ; 
Men  o'  sense  wUl  ne'er  confound 

The  wight  who  wisely  topes  his  liquor  ! 

Frae  Corsoncon  to  Shinnel-Head 

The  dark,  terrific  storm  is  wheeling ; 

Gathering  drifts,  the  shephei'd's  dread, 
Where  the  flocks  an'  herds  are  bieling  : 
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Craven  S2:)irits  dangers  fear, 

Men,  as  men  should  bravely  meet  them  ; 
He  alone  deserves  our  cheer 

Who  dares  oppose,  defy,  defeat  them  ! 
Send  the  brimming  glasses  round, 

Make  the  beaming  bubbles  flicker  ; 
Men  o'  sense  will  ne'er  confound 

The  wight  who  wisely  topes  his  liquor ! 

m 

Trusty  neighbours,  here's  my  loof ! 

Strike  and  fear  na  !  mak  it  tingle  ! 
Care  let  fly  ayont  the  roof ; 

Friendship  bleezes  like  the  ingle ; 
Neighbours  should  as  neighbours  be, 
Heart  wi'  heart  sae  knit  thegither  ; 
Unsuspecting, — aye  protecting 
All  that's  dear  to  ane  anither  ! 

Send  the  brimming  glasses  round. 

Make  the  beaming  bubbles  flicker ; 
Men  o'  sense  will  ne'er  confound 

The  wight  who  wisely  topes  his  liquor  ! 

Close  the  winnock,  bar  the  door  ; 

Keep  without  the  tempest  railmg, 
Whilst  within  we  gladly  pour. 

To  loyalty  and  love  unfailing ! 
Here's  to  him  we  trust  the  most ; 

Here's   to  lasses  bright  an'  blameless ; 
Here's  to  her,  our  joy,  our  toast ! 

Her  the  beautiful ! — but,  nameless  ! 
Send  the  brimming  ^lasses  round. 

Make  the  beaming  bubbles  flicker  ; 
IMortal  man  shall  ne'er  confound 

The  wight  who  wisely  topes  his  lic^uor ! 
1877. 


TIIH    I30NNIK   BANKS  0'   DEK. 

■\'K  wniiilert><l  bv  tlic  stiniiv  Imnks 

Of  wimliii):  Forth  an<l  llatihiu^  Tay, 
Ami  ilnmk  tlit>  wondrouH  bi'siitici*  in 
^t        Of  I'lydf,  ami   Twtfd,   ami   mountain 
Spcy; 
Hut  Ktill  with  Invo  luichan^iNl  I  turn. 

Ami  tliiiik  I'f  friemli*.  who  o'er  tlie  sea 
A»  piljjrims,  to  auld  Sotin  caiue. 
To  learn  the  charms  of  Koval  Dee. 


Hulnmnil's  towrn*  and  ^liady  bowers — 

Loch  Muirk's  waters,  deej)  and  cold  — 
Great  Ben-Ma<-l)hui.  liftinp  hiph 

Above  the  snow  hi.s  crown  of  gold. 
Tlnniph  wildncss  reiffned  on  nioorv  plain. 

From  Abcnleen  to  bleak  Hraemar  ; 
With  loving  faith  wc  feared  nac  .skaith, 

For  love  was  our  abiding  star. 


Where  now  we  sit,  have  princes  sat, 
Enrapturc<l  with  the  whispering  din 

Of  Corriomulzie's  elfin  glen, 

Or  Dee's  tiark,  foaming,  whirling  linn. 
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Anion<r  the  pines  ns  day  deeliiies 

"I'is  srteet  to  luiter,  li>viii;r,  free, 
Or  uiulenieatli  tlie  siller  birlcK 

That  .•ihiiiiiner  on  the  banks  o'  Dec. 

Wihl  roses  scented  ilka  Itrne, 

Red  clover  Hamed  alonvr  the  lea, 
Hrii;ht  heath  and  lirfMmi  she<I  sweet  perfnme, 

Hut  .sNveetir  far  my  fritnd^  to  nie — 
The  hreezy  hills,  the  nishin«r  rills 

Attunecl  to  nature's  minstrelsy — 
Hv  ni<:lit  or  <lay.  thon<.'li  tar  away, 

W  f  still  rcini-nihiT  liuniiii-  Dee. 

is:-.'. 
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COURTSHIP. 

AN  ARGUMENT  IN  FA  VOLE  OF  BASHFCLNESS. 

^p]STRF;EN,on  Cample's  bonny  Hood, 
The  summer  moon  was  shining  ; 
Wliile,  on  a  bank  in  Crichope  wood, 

Twa  lovers  were  reclining  : 
They  spak'  o'  youth  an'  hoary  age, 
O'  time  how  swiftly  fleeting ; 
Of  everything,  in  sooth,  but  ane, — 
Tlie  reason  for  their  meeting ! 

When  Willie  thocht  his  heart  was  firm, 

An'  micht  declare  its  feeling, 
A  ray  frae  Bessie's  starry  een 

Sent  a'  his  senses  reeling; 
For  aye  when  he  essayed  to  speak, 

An'  she  prepared  to  hear  him, 
The  thochts  in  crimson  dyed  his  cheek, 

But  words  would  no'  come  near  him ! 

Till  Nature,  gentle  mither,  came 

In  pity  to  assist  him. 
And  whispered  something  he  maun  learn — 

Her  lesson  quickly  blessed  him ! 
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His  arm  around  the  lassie's  neck 
He  flung,  nor  think  she  spurned  it ; 

Syne  kissed  her  ripe  and  rosy  lip, — 
Some  say,  the  maid  returned  it ! 

'Tis  ever  thus  that  Love  is  taught 

By  his  divinest  teacher  ; 
He  silent  adoration  seeks, 

But  shuns  the  prosy  preacher. 
Now  read  me  right,  ye  gentle  dames, 

Nor  deem  my  lesson  hollow  : 
The  deepest  river  silent  rins, 

The  babbling  brook  is  shallow  ! 


THE    FLOWER   OF    KEIll 


1 1  wluit  care  I  wliere  Love  was  born  ; 
I  know  where  oft  he  linjrers 
Till    ni^'ht'H    hhick   curtain's    drawn 
aside 

By  morning's  rosy  fingers. 
It  ye  WDuM  know,  come  foUow  me 
O'er  uiDtintuin,  moss,  and  river. 
To  where  the  Nitli  an<l  Scaur  ajrree 
To  flow  as  one  for  ever. 


Pass  Kirk-o'-lveir  and  Clover  leas — 

Throujrli  U)anin{js  red  with  roses, 
But  pause  beside  the  spreading  tree« 

That  Fanny's  l)ower  encloses. 
There  knitting  in  her  shady  grove 

Sits  Fanny,  sintrinjj  frailv  : 
Unwitting  of  tlic  chains  of  love 

She  forges  for  us  daily. 


Like  light  that  brings  the  blossom  forth, 
And  sets  the  corn  a-growinsr. 

Melts  icy  mountains  in  the  north, 
And  sets  the  stream  a-llowins  : 
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So  Fanny's  eyes,  so  bi'ijrht  and  wise, 

Shc'tl  loving  rays  to  clieer  us, 
Her  absence  leaves  us  wintry  skies — 

'Tis  summer  wlien  she's  near  us  ! 

(),'saw  ye  ever  such  a  face 

To  waken  love  and  wonder; 
A  l)row  with  such  an  arch  of  jji-ace, 

And  l)lue  eyes  shining  under! 
Iler  snaring  smiles,  sweet  nature's  wiles, 

Are  c(iualled  not  bv  many  ; 
Her  look  it  charms,  her  hive  it  warms  ; 

The  '  Flower  of  Keir '  is  Fanny  ! 

1SJ4. 


THE   DOMINIE. 

'OX  gaiulv  hoase,  like  weel-faur'd  sin, 
Belangs  to  Jock  the  Dominie  : 
It's  fair  without,  an'  foul  vdthin, 

Just  like  himsel', — the  Dominie  ! 
Oh,  saw  ye  ocht  like  Dominie, — 
The  mean, — the  miser  Dominie  ? 
On  earth's  braid  green  there's  nocht  so  mean 
As  lang-legg'd  Jock  the  Dominie  ! 

The  rattans  rinnin'  through  the  house, 

Like  shadows,  pass  the  Dominie  ; 
And  e'en  the  wee  bit  modest  mouse 

Is  starvin'  wi'  the  Dominie. 
Oh,  saw  ye  ocht  like  Dominie, — 

The  lang  an'  lanky  Dominie  ? 
His  pow's  sae  bare,  there's  no'  a  hair 

To  biel  the  louse  on  Dominie  ! 

By  a'  the  powers  an'  saints  above. 
What  think  ye's  come  to  Dominie  ? 

He's  fa'en  out  owre  his  lugs  in  love 
Wi'  Kirstie,  has  the  Dominie ! 

Her  een  like  stars,  sae  bumin'  bricht, 
Hae  set  on  fire  the  Dominie ; 
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A  spark  fell  on  his  withered  heart. 
An'  maist  consumed  the  Dominie ! 

Oh,  luve  maks  fools  o'  wisest  men, 

Bvit  Nature  made  the  Dominie  ; 
I  fear  he'll  ne'er  be  richt  again, 

In  sic  a  plight  is  Dominie  ! 
Yet  Jock's  a  man  o'  consequence, — 

The  parish  clerk  is  Dominie  ; 
Ae  day,  instead  o'  the  response, 

"  O  Kirstie  !  "  sighed  the  Dominie. 

He  taught  the  lass  her  A,  B,  C, 

To  read  an'  write,  did  Dominie  ; 
An'  muckle  mair,  some  people  say — 

A  libel  sure  on  Dominie  ! 
Whene'er  he  by  young  Kirstie  sat. 

How  fidgin'  fain  was  Dominie  ; 
He  licked  his  lips,  as  fain  to  kiss — 

O  fie  upon  the  Dominie ! 

Lang  years  had  rowed, — some  sax  or  eight, — 

O'er  Kirstie  and  the  Dominie  ; 
An'  when  she  could  nae  langer  wait, 

She  ca'd  a  coof  the  Dominie  ! 
O  bonny,  bonny  Kirstie,  take 
Some  pity  on  the  Dominie ; 
'Gin  ye  forsake,  he'll  drown  himsel', — 

An'  wha  wad  mourn  the  Dominie  ? 

Oh,  wae's  me  on  the  Dominie, — 

The  puir,  forsaken  Dominie, — 
Sin'  Kirstie's  wi'  a  packman  gane, 

An'  jilted  Jock  the  Dominie  ! 
o 
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•'  Farewell  to  joy, — farewell  to  mirth,- 
Farewell  to  life,"  sighs  Dominie  ; 

"  The  only  pleasure  now  on  earth 
Is  tawuig  bairns,"  cries  Dominie  ! 

"  For  God's  sake,  mind  the  Dominie  ! 

A  deevil's  gi'own  the  Dominie  ! 
I  fear  he'll  hanjj  himsel'  ere  lanjj  " — 

Ye  needna  fear  the  Dominie  ! 
Yet  pity  for  the  Dominie, — 

The  puir  demented  Dominie  ; 
The  vvarl'  wide  has  nocht  beside 

Sac  lanely  as  the  Dominie ! 


NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY 


EY,  my  bonny  wee  lassie, 
lilythe  and  cheerio  wee  lassie, 
AVill  ye  wed  a  cantie  carle, 

lionny,  bonny  wee  lassie  ? 


"  I  hae  sheep  an'  I  hae  kye, 
I  hae  wheat  an'  I  hae  rye, 
An'  heaps  of  siller  lass  forbye, 

That  ye  shall  spen'  wi'  me,  lassie  ! 
Hey,  my  bonnie  wee  lassie, 
Ely  the  and  cheerie  wee  lassie. 
Will  ye  wed  a  cantie  carle, 

Bonny,  bonny  wee  lassie  ? 


"  Ye  shall  di-ess  in  damasks  fine, 
My  gowd  an'  gear  shall  a'  be  thine, 
And  I  to  ye  be  ever  kind, 

Say, — will  ye  marry  me,  lassie  ? 
Hey,  my  bonny  wee  lassie, 
Blythe  and  cheerie  wee  lassie. 
Ye  will  wed  a  cantie  caz-le  ! — 
Smiling  bonny  wee  lassie  ; 
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"  Gac  hamc,  auld  man,  an'  tUini  your  hose, 
Fill  up  your  lanky  sides  wi'  brose, 
An'  at  the  ingle  warm  your  nose, 
But  come  na  courtin'  me,  carle. 
O  ye  clavcring  ankl  carle, 
Silly,  clavcring  aulcl  carle, 
The  hawk  an'  doo  shall  pair,  I  trow, 
ik'forc  I  pair  wi'  thee,  carle ! 

"  Your  heart  is  cauhl  an'  hard  as  stanes. 
Ye  hae  nac  marrow  in  your  banes. 
An'  siller  canna  buy  the  brains 
That  pleasure  gies  to  me,  carle  ! 
O  ye  tottering  auld  carle. 
Silly,  clavcring  auld  carle. 
The  liound  an'  hare  may  seek  ae  lair, 
liut  I'll  no  sleep  wi'  thee,  carle  ! 

"  I  winna  share  your  gowd  wi'  ye. 
Your  withei-ing  heart  an'  watery  e'e  ; 
in  (loath  I'd  sooner  shrouded  be, 
Than  wedded  to  ye,  auld  carle  ! 
O  ye  tottering  auld  carle  ! 
Silly,  clavcring  aidd  carle. 
When  roses  blaw  on  wreaths  o'  snaw  ! 
Then  I  will  bloom  on  thee,  carle  ! 

"  Gae  hame,  auld  man,  an'  dam  your  hose, 
Fill  up  your  lanky  sides  wi'  brose, 
An'  at  the  ingle  warm  your  nose. 
But  come  na  courtin'  me,  carle. 
O  ye  clavering  auld  carle. 
Silly,  clavering  auld  carle. 
The  hawk  an'  doo  will  pair,  I  trow, 
Before  1  pair  wi'  thee,  carle  !" 


THE  TOCHER. 


IIAE  na  for  your  dochter, 
High  titles,  Ian',  or  gear  ! 

I  hae  na  for  your  dochter, 
A  thousand  pounds  a  year ! 

But  I  can  sliare,  '<rin  she'll  be  niiiio. 
•     A  heart  that's  leal  and  true, 
An  honest  pride  o'  honest  worth, 

That  princes  canna  boo  ! 
A  head  to  think,  and  hands  to  work. 

Are  a'  I  promise  ye : 
And  thev  shall  work  your  dochter's  weal 

Until  the  hour  I  die." 

"  You're  welcome  to  my  dochter, 

Sae  bonny,  young,  and  f\iir, 
You're  welcome  to  my  dochter, 

Oh  cherish  her  wi'  care  ; 
And  if  she  makes  as  gude  a  wife 

As  mine  has  done  to  me. 
Your  fortune  ye  will  never  rue, 

But  happy  ever  be  ; 
For  duty  guides  my  dochter's  heart, 

Wi'  joy  to  you  I  give  her  : 
The  worthy  choice  a  dochter  makes, 

A  parent  shouldna  sever." 


An 


THE   SCOTTISH   GATHERING. 

1868. 

IIEKF/ER  tlic  Scots  wander,  auld 
Scotland  is  near  tliora, 
Her  glory  to  gladden — her  story 

to  cheer  them, 
Thouirh  far  frae  the  heather,  they 
gather  thegither, 
lovingly  help  a  less  fortunate  brither! 
Sae,  a  liealth  to  the  banner  that's  floating 

above  ns ! 
A  health  to  the  lasses  who  tenderly  love  ns  ! 
A  health  to  auld  Scotland — glen,  mountain, 

an'  heather ! 
Here's  to  the  tartan  plaid,  bonnet,  an'  feather ! 


The  time  has  gane  by  when  the  clans  o'  the  Hielans 
Delighted  in  raids  on  the  Lowlanders'  shielans  ; 
Nae  strife  is  now  found  atwcen  one  an'  the  ither, 
liut  striving  wha  maist  can  befrien'  a  pnir  brither. 

Sae,  a  health  to  the  banner  that's  floating 
above  us ! 

A  health  to  the  lasses  who  tenderly  love  us  ! 

A  health  to  auld  Scotland — glen,  mountain, 
an'  heather! 

Here's  to  the  tartan  plaid,  bonnet,  an'  feather ! 
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Nae  man  is  exempted  frae  trials  an'  crosses, 
Nae  man  can  cscajjc  frae  life's  troubles  an'  kisses  ; 
An'  wha  wad  escape,  when  we  gather  thegither. 
Tlu'  duty  o'  helping  a  heart-stricken  britlier  ? 

Sae,  a  health  to  the  banner  that's  lloatinn 
above  us ! 

A  health  to  the  lasses  that  tenderly  love  us  ! 

A  health  to  auld  Scotland — glen,  mountain, 
an'  heather  ! 

Here's  to  the  tartan  plaid,  bonnet,  an'  feather ! 

When  sick  or  in  sorrow,  gae  find  them  wi'  nurses  : 
When  poverty  presses,  out,  out  wi'  your  purses, 
As  quickly  as  erst  ye  were  out  wi'  the  claymore 
Defending  pure  honour ! — Oh  !  what  can  we  say 
'  .   more  ? 

Tlien,  a  health  to  the  banner  that's  floating 

above  us ! 
A  health  to  the  lasses  who  tenderly  love  us  ! 
A  health  to  auld  Scotland — glen,  mountain, 
an'  heather ! 
4         Here's  to  the  tartan  plaid,  bonnet,  an'  feather ! 

A  health  to  the  chief  who  is  owre  us  presiding  :  ^ 
May  Truth,  Love'  an'  Honour  be  wi'  him  abiding ; 
An'  a'  through  his  days  'twill  be  joy  to  remember, 
His  presence  made  simmer  o'  murky  November. 
Sae,  a  health  to  the  banner  that's  floating 

above  him ! 
A  health  to  the  lass  wha  may  tenderly  love 

him  ! 
A  health  to  auld  Scotland — glen,  mountain, 

an'  heather. 
Here's  to  the  tartan  plaid,  bonnet  an'  feather ! 

*  Marquis  of  Bute. 
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I    DIXNA    KEN   WHAT   IS  THE 
MATTER   AVA." 

DIXNA  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  ti'll  what  is  the  matter  ava. 
For  somehow  or  other  I've  jrotten  a  thraw, 
^   ()  I  eanna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava ! 

•■  Ac  nicht  at  the  pIoamin',when  herdinp  the  kye, 
Tlie  canty  voung  luinl  o'  Dnmisliinnoch  came  by  ; 
He  kissed  me  sae  often,  that  ever  sin  syne 
I'm  sure  that  my  senses  hae  never  been  mine  J 
I  (linnii  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava. 
For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  a  thraw, 
()  I  canna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava ! 

"  My  father  an'  mother  an'  sisters  an'  a', 
May  kiss  till  they're  tired,  it's  like  naething  ava ; 
Hnt  aye  when  the  lips  o'  the  laird  pied  a  smack, 
My  heart  it  was  louping  as  if  it  wad  break ! 
I  dinna  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  a  thraw, 
O  I  cann^  think  what  is  the  matter  ava  ! 
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"  My  roupit  aiild  {irannie  says  pi'ing  a  kiss 
Tn  a  callun  is  wraiiL',  l>ut  I  ken  it  is  bliss  ; 
There's  niuckle  o'  pleasure  but  naetliinj;  o'  pain. — 
Were  he  here  at  this  moment  I'd  kiss  him  ajrain ! 
I  uinna  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  wliat  is  the  matter  ava, 
For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  a  thraw, 

0  I  eanna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava ! 

"  Wi'  the  kye  i'  the  byre,  or  the  sheep  on  the  hill, 
The  laird  like  a  shadow  is  hauntin^r  me  still. 
An'  e'en  on  my  pillow,  as  dreamin'  I  lie, 
I  think  him  aside  me,  I  canna  tell  why  ! 

1  dinna  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava, 

Por  somehow  or  other  I've  uotteu  a  thraw, 

0  I  canna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava ! 

"  Yestre'en  my  douce  mither  an'  I  were  alanc, 
I  tauld  her  the  story  again  an'  again ; 
She  laughingly  answered,  scarce  able  to  stan'. 
%  '  Ye  clavering  hissie,  ye're  wanting  a  man  ! ' 

1  dinna  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava. 

For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  a  thraw, 

0  I  canna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava  ! 

"  '  Mind,  lassie,  whenever  he's  wantin'  a  kiss. 
Your  tongue   maun  say    no,   though  your    e'es 

looking  yes  ; 
'Gin  ever  he  speaks  about  marriage  ava. 
Look  down  to  the  groun',  wi'  a  sigh  saying  na  ! ' 

1  dinna  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava. 

For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  a  thraw, 
O  I  canna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava ! 
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"  '  Remember,  dear  Jeanie,  ye  keep  my  advice  ; 

He'll  lo'c  ye  the  mair  for  denying  him  twice ; 

But  ventnrc  nae  farther,  I  pray  you  tak'  tent. 

While  hiiinmin'  an'  ha'in«r,  l)e  sure  ye  consent.' 
I  diiiiia  ken  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava, 
For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  athraw, 
()  I  canna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava  ! 

"  The  high  iu  the  warl'  may  do  as  they  choose. 
My  heart  it  is  honest,  I  canna  refuse  ; 
Forgetting  the  sin  o't,  what  gude  can  there  be 
Saying  no,  when  ye  ken  ye  are  tdlin'  a  lie  ! 
I  dinna  ken  wliat  is  the  matter  ava, 
I  canna  tell  what  is  the  matter  ava. 
For  somehow  or  other  I've  gotten  a  tliraw, 

0  I  canna  think  what  is  the  matter  ava  ! 

*•  My  mother  may  talk  as  she  likes  about  *  No,' 
Thougli  the  word  were  salvation  I  could  na  say  so, 
'Gin  Willie  e'er  speaks  about  marriage  again, 
Our  auld  Parish  Priest  shall  make  Jeanie  his  ain  ! 
For  noo  I  ken  what  is  the  matter  an'  a', 
For  noo  I  ken  what  is  the  matter  an'  a', 

1  want  to  get  married  to  Willie  that's  a', 
And  naething  beside  is  the  matter  ava  !" 


"^ 


PRIDE  MAUN  LEARX  TO  FA' !" 

HE  lasses  arc  surely  gaen  jrvte, 

Sicniai^^rims  come  into  tlieir  heads, 
An'  niak'  them  sae  saucy  an'  proud 
They  wunna  e'en  mak'  their  ain 
beds. 
The  mither  rins  but  an'  rins  ben ; 
The  mither  may  muck  the  byre, 
But,  save  us,  tlic  dochters  sae  fine 
Do  nacthinjj  but  whinge  by  the  fire  ! 
Och  on  !  it's  a  desperate  thing, 

I  dree  it  will  ruin  us  a'. 
An'  sorrow  on  ilka  ane  bring ; 
But  "  Pride  maun  Icurn  to  fii' !  " 


There's  Peggy  and  Jessy  and  Jean, 
An'  clavering  supple-backed  XelJ, 

By  flowering  o'  kirtles  for  leddies, 

They  think  they  are  leddies  themsel' ; 

Wi'  feathers  an'  flounces  an'  fans, 

O  wow  !  but  they  think  they  look  braw, 
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And  strut  as  despisinff  the  grim'  ; 
15ut  "  Pride  maun  learn  to  fa'  !  " 

Och  on !  it's  a  desperate  thing, 

I  dree  it  will  ruin  us  a', 
An'  sorrow  on  ilka  ane  hring ; 
But  "  Pride  maun  learn  to  fa' !  " 


If  chanccly  a  callan  comes  near, 

A  lad  o'  their  ain  degree, 
They  geek  up  their  heads  wi'  a  sneer, 

"  How  daur  ye  be  fashing  wi'  me  ?  "' 
I'nless  he's  a  laird  or  a  priest 

They  winna  look  on  him  ava, 
Or  a  doctor  or  lawyer  at  least ; 
Rut  "  Pride  maun  learn  to  fa' !  " 

Och  on  !   it's  a  desperate  thing, 

I  dree  it  will  ruin  us  a', 
An'  sorrow  on  ilka  ane  bring  ; 
But  "  Pride  maun  learn  to  fa' !" 


The  time  has  been  seen  when  a  queen 

Wad  step  frae  her  throne,  sae  hie, 
To  wed  wi'  a  lad  she  could  loe, 

Though  come  o'  a  nither  degree. 
O  sirs  !  how  the  warl'  is  changed, 

There's  naething  but  leddics  ava. 
Sin'  women  they  scorn  to  be  ca'd  ; 
Rut  "  Pride  maun  learn  to  fa' ! " 

Och  on!  it's  a  desperate  thing, 

I  dree  it  will  ruin  us  a', 
An'  sorrow  on  ilka  ane  bring  ; 
Rut  "Pride  maun  learn  to  fa'!"" 
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AVlien  roses  hae  fa'en  frae  the  cheek, 

The  lightiiin'  left  the  e'e, 
And  shins  growin'  skinny  an'  weak, 
I  trow  she  will  then  stoop  a  wee, 
For  seoner  than  die  an  auld  maid, 

Wha's  comforts  are,  truly,  but  sma". 
She'll  e'en  coup  creels  wi'  a  cadger — 
He's  better  than  naething  ava  ! 

Och  on !  it's  an  excellent  thing, 
An'  should  be  a  lesson  to  a', 
That  whether  in  cotter  or  kin<i, 
••  Pride — pride  maun  learn  to  fa' I" 


MY   JOHNNY. 


IIAE  ye  seen  my  auld  gude  man, 
O  hae  ye  seen  my  Johnny  ? 

It's  heaven  to  a  woman's  e'e 
To  look  on  sic  as  Johnny  ! 


The  daisies  growin'  on  the  lea, 

Sae  modestly  an'  bonny. 
How  sweetly  aye  they  smile  on  me, 

When  I  am  wi'  my  Johnny  ! 
In  youth  I  buxom  was  an'  braw, 

Had  wealthy  wooers  mony  ; 
For  honest  lo'e  I  turned  frae  a'. 
An'  buckled  wi'  my  Johnny ! 

O  hae  ye  seen  my  auld  gude  man, 

O  hae  ye  seen  my  Johnny  ? 
It's  heaven  to  a  woman's  e'e 
To  look  on  sic  as  Johnny  ! 

Our  bairns  like  blossoms  round  a  tree 
Hae  grown  about  us  thriving, 

'Twould  glad  your  heart  could  ye  but  see 
How  tliey  for  us  ai'e  striving  ! 

As  hirpling  down  the  hill  o'  life, 
"What  happiness  it  gies  us, 
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To  see  our  bairnies,  young  an'  auld, 
Sac  cydent  strive  to  please  us  ! 

O  hae  ye  seen  my  auld  gude  man, 
O  hae  ye  seen  my  Johnny  ? 
•    It's  heaven  to  a  woman's  e'e 
To  look  on  sic  as  Johnny  ! 

O  mony  a  joyous  nicht  an'  day 

I've  shared  wi'  my  auld  crony ; 
Come  weal,  come  wae,  O  come  what  may — 

I'll  ever  bless  my  Johnny  ! 
His  look  sae  kind,  sae  clear  his  mind, 

His  brow  sae  high  an'  bonny ; 
Auld  Nature  vows  she  has  na  power 
To  mak'  another  Johnny  ! 

O  hae  ye  seen  my  auld  gude  man, 

O  hae  ye  seen  my  Johnny  ? 
His  loe  is  life  an'  mair  to  me. 
My  life  o'  life  is  Johnny ! 


SONG. 

II,  Jenny  was  bonny  an'  blythsonie  as 
(.iiy, 
'  .M  anix  a'  things  o'  nature  the  fairest 
was  she  ; 
Ik-r  parents  they  flytcd,  because  that 
she  slighted 
Tlie  Laird  wi'  his  fame  an'  his  titles  sae  hie. 

"  Ye  gawkie,  what  gars  ye  gae  lo'e  that  bit  callan, 
When  ye,  in  your  silks  an'  your  satins  sae  braw, 

As  lady  o'  Wrotham  may  ride  in  your  carriage, 
Wi'  gowd  in  your  coffers  an'  wealth  in  your  ha'  ?  " 

Thus  spake  her  auld  mither ;  and  next  came  her 
father, 
In  pride  disappointed,  oh,  angry  was  he! 
"  Tlie  dochter  wha  weds  'gainst  the  will  o'  her 
sire 
On  earth,  e'en  in  heaven  accursed  shall  be ! '" 

"  I  lo'e  ye,  my  father — I  lo'e  ye,  my  mither. 
My  duty  has  ever  been  yours  frac  my  birth  ; 

But  now  it  is  "Willie's. — if  lo'eing  him  dearly 
Be  sinning  in  Heaven,  'tis  pleasant  on  earth. 
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"  The  laird  may  hae  riches,  an'  title,  au'  splendour, 
An'  lands  stretching  out  mony  miles  frae  the  sea; 

But  vain  are  his  riches,  and  vainer  his  grandeur. 
Compared  wi'  the  kiss  that  my  Willie  can  gie." 

Oh,  lathers  and  niithers,  in  right  o'  their  station, 
May  preach  an'  beseech  till  the  day  that  they 
dee ; 

But  lo'e  it  will  creep  in  when  parents  are  sleeping, 
An'  bask  in  the  beams  u"  a  bonny  bricht  e'e. 

The  nicht  it  was  dreary,  the  auld  folks  were  weary 
(But  lo'e  never  doses,  nor  slumbers  ava)  ; 

The  lassie  she  fled  to  the  arms  o'  her  deary. 
And  now  she  is  Willie's  in  spite  o'  them  a'. 


MY   BAIRNIE. 

FAIN  wad  lay  me  doun  an'  sleep 
f^i         Where  a'  I  love's  reposing  ; 
r^  My  wakefu'  e'en  sad  vigils  keep, 
ij        An'  hunger  for  their  closing : 
I  lo'e  to  hear  the  bird  that  sings 

Where  day  by  day  I  wander ; 
A  wee  han'  tugs  at  ray  heart  strings, 

An'  gently  leads  me  yonder. 

Near  Kirk  o'  Keir  we  kei:)t  our  tryst, 

There  Rob  an'  I  were  mai-ried, — 
Oh  waes  me  ! — there  my  first,  my  last, 

My  wee,  wee  bairn  I  buried. 
On  that  green  grave  I  learn  to  dote, 

It  bauds  my  life's  ae  jewel ; 
Though  I  revere  the  han'  that  smote. 

Oh,  ance  I  though  it  cruel ! 

High  up  the  lift  the  laverock  soars 
Like  some  kind  spirit  sent  me, 

To  link  my  lowly  hopes  an'  fears, 
Wi'  joys  a  wee  whUe  lent  me. 
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When  mournfu'  winds  awake  the  trees, 

I  caima  keep  frae  sighing ; 
A  wee  voice  floats  alang  the  breeze, 

Lilje  soul  to  soul  rei^ljing. 

It  is  !  it  is  !  my  bairnie's  voice 

Sae  sweet !  but  sad  an'  eerie  ; 
For  evennair  it  seems  to  say, 

"  Come,  mither !  how  I  weary  !" 
Oh  whisht,  whisht,  whisht,  my  wee,  wee  bairn! 

I  feel,  whate'er  betide  me. 
Before  the  spring  flowers  bloom  again 

I'll  lay  me  down  beside  thee. 


SOXG. 


II,  life  it  is  dreary, 

How  dreary  to  me  ! 
Of  life  I  am  weary 

'When  parted  frae  ye. 
Then  say  the  word,  lassie. 
And  banish  my  pain  ; 
Come,  answer  me,  Jessie, 
AVill  ye  be  my  ain  ? 

Death  feeds  on  your  silence, 

But  why  need  I  fear  ? 
Sin'  the  voice  in  your  smUe, 

An'  the  tongue  in  your  tear, 
Are  speakin'  your  feelings 

In  language  divine, — 
"Be  faithful,  dear  Robin, 

And  Jessie  is  thine  !" 

"  Thus  on  your  bonny  brow, 

Thus  on  your  cheek, 
I  seal  my  devotion, 

For  words  are  owre  weak  ; 
Through  life  wi'  its  changes, 

Dear  Jessie,  we'll  prove 
How  blest  are  the  beings 

United  by  love !" 
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THE  PARTING. 


AREWEEL  !— fareweel,  an'  we 

maun  part 
May-be  to  meet  nae  mair ; 
The  cords  ye'vc  bound  around  my 

heart, 
To  rend  I  canna  bear ; 
For  \vi'  my  life  ye're  sae  entwined 

By  nature's  first  decree, 
That  only  ye  o'  womankind 
Can  soothe  or  gladden  me. 

As  licht  is  to  the  teeming  earth, 

As  sweetness  to  the  bee. 
As  water  to  a  parched  tongue, 

Sae  dearest  ye're  to  me  ; 
Your  glancing  e'en  sae  bonny  blue 

Aye  beam  on  me  sae  fair. 
That  shone  the  stars  in  heaven  sae  bricht, 

I'd  aye  be  gazing  there. 

The  miser  lo'es  his  hoarded  gear, 

The  warrior  lo'es  his  fame, 
An'  monarchs  lo'e  their  proud  estate, 

But  what  care  I  for  them  ? 


•214  THE   PARTIS G. 

For  wealth,  nor  forac,  nor  jewelled  crown. 

Could  pleasure  brinj.'  to  me, 
Unless,  sweet  heart — my  dearest  part, 

They  a'  wore  shared  wi'  ye. 

MARGARET. 

HE  moon  is  Fhininfr,  Margaret, 
Serenely  bright  above, 
And,  like  my  dearest  Margaret, 

Her  every  look  is  love! 
The  trees  are  waving,  Margaret, 
And  balmy  is  the  air ; 
Where  flowers  arc  breathing,  Margaret, 
Come,  let  us  wander  there ! 

The  gentle  river.  ^largaret, 

Is  murmuring  low  and  deep  ; 
'Tis  Nature's  music,  Margaret, 

Singing  the  world  to  sleep. 
It's  winding  way,  my  Margaret, 

You  ever  love  to  see  ; 
Come,  come,  my  own  dear  IMargaret, 

And  wander  there  with  me  ! 

How  proud  am  I,  sweet  Margaret, 

Thus  wandering  by  thy  side  ; 
'Tis  bliss  to  know,  my  ^largaret, 

Thou  soon  wilt  be  my  bride ! 
Yes !  there's  a  hand,  dear  Margaret, 

A  heart  it  gives  to  thee  ; 
When  Heaven  is  false,  my  jNIargaret, 

Then  I  will  faithless  be ! 


AVILLIE. 


WAE  is  me  to  part  \\\  ye  I 

An'  maun  ye  cross  the  sea,  Willie? 
Gin  it  be  sae,  then  gang  your  way. 
An'  Heaven  smile  on  ye,  Willie. 
AVill  ye  think  on  me,  Willie, 
As  I  think  on  ye,  Willie  ? 
Baith  nicht  an'  day,  where'er  ye  gae, 
Your  sister's  heart's  wi'  ye,  Willie  ! 


Oh,  Bwiftly  sail  the  ship  that  bears 
Ye  owre  the  foamy  sea,  Willie ; 
May  balmy  gales  your  life  renew. 
An'  waft  ye  hanie  to  me,  Willie ! 

Think  !  oh  think  on  me,  Willie, 
As  I  think  on  ye,  Willie  : 
The  joy,  the  bliss, — wha  can  express, 
When  ye  come  hame  to  me,  Willie ! 


If  prayers  can  move  the  heart  o'  Love, 
And  He  in  smiles  look  dune,  Willie, 

Though  oceans  wide  our  lives  divide. 
We'll  meet  in  bliss  aboon,  Willie. 
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Ye  will  thiiJc  on  me,  Willie, 
As  I  think  on  ye,  Willie ; 
Baith  nicht  an'  day,  thouirh  far  away, 
Your  sister's  heart's  wi'  ye,  Willie. 


TO  ISABEL. 

II,  were  I  as  I  ance  hae  been, 
An'  ye  as  ye  are  now, 
I'd  fainly  fauld  ye  in  my  arras, 
An'  kiss  your  bonny  brow  ! 
I'd  kiss  your  bricht  and  bonny  brow, 
An'  drink  life  frae  your  een ; 
But,  oh,  this  canna  be,  for  now 
I'm  no'  as  I  hae  been  ! 

Your  life  is  like  the  living  sun, 

That  gies  life  to  the  plain ; 
Though  clouds  awhile  may  dim  his  smile, 

He'll  brigliter  beam  again. 
I  wouldna  be  the  cloud  that  comes 

Atween  your  love  an'  ye  ; 
Your  life's  sweet  light — the  light  o'  lo'e, 

Lo'e  glentin'  frae  the  e'e. 


e 


Wi'  brother's  lo'e  I'll  lo'e  ye  still. 
Nor  seek  your  heart  to  win  ; 

For  less  to  tliink,  an'  mair  fulfil, 
In  me  wad  be  a  sin  : 
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But  there  can  be  nae  sin,  sweet  lass, 

In  prayin',  while  awa'. 
That  joys  frae  ye  may  never  pass. 

But  blessings  on  ye  fa'  ! 


THE  DYING  DAUGHTER. 

II,  I  am  nnco  laith  to  gang 

An'  leave  this  warl'  sae  bonnie  ; 
Oh,  I  am  unco  laith  to  gang 

An'  leave  this  warl'  sae  bonnie  : 
It's  no'  because  the  warl's  fair, 
Has  flowers  to  love,  an'  vocal  air. 
But  'tis  to  leave  my  frien's  sae  rare, — 
And  you  my  faithfu'  mither. 

"  Nae  mair  shall  Willie  need  your  care, 

For  he  has  ta'en  anither 
To  share  his  joys — his  grief  to  share, — 

May  they  be  blest  thegither ; 
Poor  Meggie's  weary,  worn  an'  weak — 
Sad  secret  tears  hae  bleached  her  cheek. 
My  bitter  fears  I  daiir  na'  speak ; 

Oh  nurse  her  kindly,  mither. 

"  Ye'U  lay  me  down  where  EUen  sleeps — 
There  softest  winds  are  sighing  : 

For,  O,  I'd  like  that  frien'ly  feet 
Should  linger  where  I'm  lying ; 


218  THE  DYING  DAVGHTEB. 

I'll  may  be  hear  your  gentle  tread 
As  ye  pass  lightly  o'er  my  head  ; 
For,  though  I'm  low  amang  the  dead, 
I'll  ken  your  footfa',  mither. 

"  Now  dinna  weep — O,  dinna  grieve, 

My  tender-hearted  Hiithcr : 
Nor  gob  sae  deep —  I  only  IcaA'e 

This  warl'  to  find  anither  ; 
Yestreen  I  thrice  heard  Ellen  say, 
'  Come,  sister  Lizzy,  wherefore  stay  ? 
Again  she  whispers,  '  Come  away  ! '  " 
The  soul  has  tied,  an'  clay  is  clay — 
Despairing  weeps  her  mither  ! 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  PLAIDIE. 


IXNA  fear,  dinna  fear, 

Diuua  fear,  my  bonny  lady  ; 
Dinna  fear,  dinna  fear, 

I'll  shield  thee  in  my  shepherd's 
plaidie  ! 

The  howling  Avinds  may  loudly  blaw, 
The  arrowy  sleet  may  fiercely  fa', 
My  trusty  plaid  wLU  turn  them  a', 

There's  comfort  in  a  shepherd's  plaidie." 


"  Na,  na,  na ! — Na,  na,  na !  " 

Replied  with  haste  the  blushing  lady  ; 
"  Xa,  na,  na ! — Na,  na,  na ! 

I  winna  come  within  your  plaidie. 
I  weel  can  thole  the  storm  severe, 
But  not  the  Avounded  spirit's  tear  ; 
O  smiling  I  can  suifer  here, 

But  darena  share  your  shepherd's  plaidie." 


"  Dinna  fear,  dinna  fear, 

Dinna  fear,  my  bonny  lady  ; 
Dinna  fear,  dinna  fear, 

True  heai'ts  are  found  beneath  the  plaidie." 
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The  swellinix  stonn  in  fury  swept, 
The  treniblinj;  la«:.s  for  shelter  crept. 
A  marvel !  she  has  never  \ve[)t — 

A  shepherd's  wife,  she  loves  the  plaidic. 


<^<^^g?p«^ 


THE  BONNIE  BIRD. 

II,    where    snared    ye    that   bonnic, 
])onnie  bird. 
Oil,  where  wiled  ye  that  winsome 
fairy  ? 
I  fear  nie  it  was  where  nae  truth  was 
heard. 
And  far  frae  the  shrine  o'  the  guid  St.  Mary  ? 

1  didna  snare  the  bonnie,  bonnie  bird, 
Nor  try  ony  wiles  wi'  the  winsome  fairy  ; 

Hut  won  her  voun<'  heart  where  the  angels  heard, 
In  the  bowery  glen  o'  Invercary  ! 

An'  what  want  ye  wi'  sic  a  bonnie  bird  ? 

I  fear  me  its  plumes  ye  will  rulllo  sairly  ; 
Or  bring  it  low  down  to  the  lane  kirkyanl, 

Where  blossoms  o'  grace  are  planted  early  ! 

As  life  I  love  my  bonnie,  bonnie  bird, 
Its  plumage  I  never  will  ruffle  sairly  ; 

To  the  day  o'  doom  I  will  keep  my  word. 
An'  cherish  my  bonnie  bird  late  an'  early. 
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Oil.  wlieiico  riii<rs  out  that  iikti-v,  merry  peal  ? 

The   sanjf    an'   the    laujrli,   they  are  chorused 
rarely  ; 
It  is  ! — it  is  the  bonnie,  bonnie  birtl, 

Wi"  twa  sum'  voices  a'  piping  early. 

For,  he  ditlna  snare  the  bonnie,  bonnie  bird, 
Nor  did  lie  beguile  the  winsome  fairy  ; 

He    had    made    her   his    aiu,  where    the    angels 
heard. 
At  the  holy  shrine  o'  the  blest  St.  Mary. 


SOX  G.^ 

O    STAY    Wl'    ME    NOW,    LA.«SIE. 

STAY  wi'me  now,  lassie, stay  wi'  me 

now; 
O  stay  wi'  me  now,  an'  believe  me ; 
That  this  heart  sae  fain  an'  true. 
Shall  be  ever  leal  to  vou, 
O  dinna  dinna  think  I'll  deceive  thee. 

O  how  can  you  dare,  laddie,  how  can  you  dare  ; 

O  how  can  you  dare  to  come  near  me  ? 
When  down  in  yonder  glen. 
Lives  the  kindest  o'  auld  men, 
"VVha  has  routh  o'  gear  an'  Ian  for  to  cheer  me. 

'  One  verse  is  old,  by  whom  written  I  know  not. 
The  other  two  were  written  for  a  friend.  The  air  is 
very  beautiful. 
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O  lunv  can  ye  panp,  lassie,  how  can  ye  gan<;. 
O  how  can  ye  jjaug  sac  to  grieve  me  ? 

Wi'  your  hcauty  an'  your  art, 

Yp  liac  l)rnken  my  lioart, 
O"  I  never  never  ihou<'ht  ve  would  leave  me. 


-^d^ 


KATE. 


II,  bnnnie  wee  Kate 
Sue  blythe  and  blate. 
When  will  she  i>roinise  to  be  my  mate 
When  will  she  come 
To  gladden  my  home. 
And  make  what  is  mine  her  ain,  0  ? 
Tlirouiih  bonny  Dalveen 
I  gaed  yestreen, — 

My  LTuidine  stars  were  her  glancing  e'en  ; 
If  waiting  for  nie 
By  the  hawthorn  tree, 

O  why  should  I  plead  in  vain,  0  ? 


I 


Ado\vn  the  gill, 

Down  by  the  mill, 

Over  the  brow  of  the  thorny  hill, 
W^e  wandered  late, 
And  I  whispered,  "  Kate, 
How  weary  is  life  alane,  0 ! 
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()  Kate,  be  mine, 

And  a  light  divine, 

Will  ever  along  our  pathway  shine  !" 

Iler  hand  I  pressed, 

Ayd  her  lips  contesse<l 

Xext  Suumier  she'd  be  my  ain,  O  ! 

Nae  birds  in  bowers, 
Nae  l)oes  in  llowci'S, 
Ken  half  the  pleasure  that  now  is  ours 

'Tis  all  delight 

From  morn  till  in'ght. 

And  life  has  never  a  pain,  O  ! 
My  joy,  my  pride. 
My  l)onnie  wee  bride, 
Is  Katie,  tlie  llower  o'  Carron  side  ; 

Woiils  cainia  reveal 

The  bliss  I  feel 

Siu  Katie  is  all  my  ain,  O ! 


THE  COVENANTERS. 


A     MTHSKAI.E    HAI.I.AI). 


ITHSDALE  men,  your  sinews  brace, 
Sword  and  spear  and  gun  have 
rendv, 
Moot  the  Kinp-hounds  face  to  face. 
Kyes  and  oai-s  alert  and  steady  ! 
Dunscorc — Closeburn — Tynron — Keir  I 
Cricliope,  Scaur,  and  Carrou  Water ! 
Wild,  heroic  Durrisdccr! — 

To  arms  !  to  arms  !  prepare  for  slaughter. 
For  the  Faith  our  fathers  fought, 

^lartyred  spirits  will  bcfi'iend  us  ! 
Tyrants  .shall  be  brouglit  to  nought ! 
"  God  of  Liberty,  defend  us  ! " 


Come  from  glen  and  craggy  steep, 

Mountains  green  and  hills  of  heather  ! 

Sacred  aye  the  watchword  keep, 

Serried  close,  we'll  march  together  ! 
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See  !  tliey  come  adown  the  irlen ; 

Haiiners  wavinir,  bugles  bl(»\viii<T  ! 
Meet  them,  beat  them,  man  to  man — 
To  all  but  Lat'^  our  mercy  showiiiif. 
For  the  Faith  our  lathers  Ibujrht 

Martyred  spirits  will  befriend  us  ! 
Tyrants  >liall  be  broujrht  to  nought 
'"  t;od  of  Lii)erty,  defend  us  !" 

Mark  tiie  onset  ;  foot  to  foot, 

i'liuued  crest  with  bonnet  blendin". 
Change  on  charge,  with  shout  on  shout, 

Prayers  and  curses  wild  ascendiu"  ! 
("lunge  again  !  they  waver — wheel ! 

Hurrah  !  the  lleil  Dragoons  are  Hying. 
Follow  !  Follow  !   God  be  praised — 
Tend  we  nf>w  the  dead  and  dying  ; 

For  the  Faith  our  fathers  fought 

INIartyred  spirits  have  befriended  ! 
T}Tant  councils  brought  to  nought ! 
''  God  of  Liberty  defended !  " 


Out-mananivred — simple  saint  ! 

Look  !  the  Blood-IIounds  are  returnin<T  ; 
Lag's  retreat  M'as  but  a  feint — 

On  he  comes  for  vengeance  burning. 
"  Fly  !  all  tly  !"  and  how  they  fled— "" 

Is  shown  by  hill  and  mountain  passes — 


'  Grierson  of  Lag,  whose  relentless  persecution  of 
the  Covenanters  made  his  name  infumous:  and  even  to 
this  day,  it  is  abhorred  by  the  peasantr}-  of  Dumfries- 
shire. 
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Hallowed  cairns  rise  o'er  the  dead! 

Wliere  green  for  everaiore  the  grass  is ! 

For  tlic  Faith  tliey  foiiL'ht  and  fell — 

Fell,  liut  won  innnortal  gloi^  ! 
Seed  then  planted  llourishetl  well, 

And  deathless  lives  in  Scottish  story. 


187: 


SANDY'S  COMING. 

ANDY'S  coming — Sandy's  coming; 
Sandy  soon  will  be  at  hanie  : 
Bonnie  birds  the  news  arc  humming, 
Echoes  sound  wi'  Sandy's  name  ! 


Sandy's  been  where  teeth  are  jjcarly, 

Ebon  black  the  i>«)li>hed  skin, 
Raven  liair  so  crisp  an'  curly, 
But  their  hearts  are  soft  within. 
Sandy's  coining — Sandy's  coming  ; 

Sandy  soon  will  be  at  hame : 
Bonnie  l)irds  the  news  are  huraminsr. 
Echoes  sound  wi'  Sandy's  name ! 

Sandy's  hunted  boundless  prairies, 

Countless  miles  ayont  the  sea ; 
He  returns  to  sweet  Glenairlies, 
An'  he  comes  to  wed  wi'  me. 

Sandy's  coming — Sandy's  coming ; 

Sandy  soon  will  be  at  hame : 
Bonnie  birds  the  news  are  humming. 
Echoes  soimd  wi'  Sandy's  name  ! 
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Deck  the  pdivlj  wi'  bioon  an'  heather. 

On  tlje  h'ntels  wreathe  his  name  ! 
Herries  red  an'  leaves  thegether, 
Lq;t  hun  see  he's  welcome  hamc  ! 
Sandy's  eominjr — Sandy's  eomin*' ; 

Sandy  soon  will  be  at  hanie  : 
Bonnie  birds  the  news  are  humming, 
Echoes  sound  wi'  Sandy's  name  ! 

Ilka  thin<r  wi'  love  is  blendin", 

On  the  hearth  the  cricket  springs ! 
Cakes  afore  the  fire  are  bendin", 
On  the  hob  the  kettle  sings  ! 

Sandy's  coming — Sandy's  coming ; 

Sandy  soon  will  be  at  liame  : 
Bonnie  birds  the  news  ai-e  humming, 
Echoes  sound  wi'  Sandy's  name. 

Hark !  the  merry  bells  are  tellin<r 

Sandy's  noo  upon  the  green  ; 
Oil  my  heart,  restrain  your  swelliu'', 
Half  your  joy  maun  no  be  seen! 
Sandy's  coming — Sandy's  coming  ; 

Sandy  soon  will  be  at  hame  : 
Bonnie  birds  the  news  are  humminir, 
Echoes  sound  wi'  Sandy's  name  ! 

Sandy's  come!    Oh,  joyous  meeting, 
Sandy's  foot  is  on  the  stair — 

Steek  the  door  on  lovers'  wi-eetinc 

Sandy's  hame  for  evei-mair. 
Sandy  is  nae  mair  a  coming, 

Sandy's  noo  content  at  hame ! 
Earth  an'  air  his  praises  summing ! 
Swell  the  chorus,  Sandy's  hame  ! 


THE   HIZZIES. 


A    SONG. 


IIEY  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 
I'll  lo'e  them  as  lang  as  I  can ; 

O  hey  for  the  hi^zies  sae  bonny, 
The  pride  and  the  comfort  o'  man. 


Having  wandered  this  warl'  ;   the  feck  o't, 

This  truth  I  am  bound  to  declare, 
Where  womankind  maist  is  respecket. 

That  nation  is  freest  frae  care  ; 
They  are  wilfu'  and  vain  and  hae  failings, 

As  a'  things  created  maun  hae ; 
But  whaur  wud  be  man  and  his  ailings, 
AVere  womankind  banished  away. 

O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny. 
I'll  lo'e  them  as  lanjr  as  I  can : 
0  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny. 
The  pride  an'  the  comfort  o'  man. 

There  are  linty,  an'  raven,  an'  red, 
A\'i'  suuny  glint  aubuni  an'  broun. 

Sleek  braided  or  frizzed  on  the  head, 
Or  pinnacled  high  on  the  croun  ; 


THE  HIZZIES.  229 

But  whether  bruuetty  or  tair, 

Wr  figures,  pliunp,  rounded,  or  slim, 
Had  AuAM  lived  now  I  could  swear 
Eve  waud  hae  been  jealous  o'  him. 
O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 
I'll  lo'c  them  as  lang  as  I  can  ; 
O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 
The  pride  an'  the  comfort  o'  man. 

Yestreen  as  I  gaed  to  Drunislatket, 

I  thought  for  my  cousin  I'd  speer — 
"  Gin  a  kiss  ye  maun  hae  come  an'  tak'  it. 

But  no  by  that  winnock  so  clear  : 
Hae  dune  wi'  your  daffiu,  Frank  cousin — 

r  offered  ye  ane,  but  instead 
I  am  sure  ye  hae  taken  a  dozen — 
A  tee  totum  spins  in  my  head." 

O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 

I'll  lo'e  them  as  lang  as  I  can  ; 
O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 
The  pride  an'  the  comfort  o'  man. 

0  little  thocht  I  that  her  mither, 

Was  keeking  ahiut  the  ha'  door, 
Her  Toice  put  us  baith  in  a  swither, 

I  felt  as  Pd  sink  through  the  floor : 
"  It's  only  our  cousin  frae  Seaham," 
The  quick  witted  hizzie  replied  ; 
"  Your  answer,  dear  mither,  come  gie  him. 
He's  wanting  to  mak  me  his  bride." 
O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 
I'll  lo'e  them  as  lang  as  I  can ; 
O  hey  for  the  hizzies  sae  bonny, 
The  pride  an'  the  comfort  o'  man. 
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THE  HIZZIES. 


Glide  lord,  what  a  lie  she  was  telliii,i:, 

But  how  couUl  I  say  it  was  wrang, 

I  kenned  she'd  a  boimy  wee  dwelling, 

An'  maybe  she'd  lo'e  me  ere  lang ; 

An'  sae  wi'  a  kiss  I  was  hookct— 

Wha  kens  bnt  my  pleasures  will  double- 
An  if  as  grey  mare  she  is  booket 
'T\nll  save  me  a  hantle  o'  trouble  ! 
O  hey  lor  mv  liizzie  sae  bonny, 
I'll  lo'e  her  as  weel  as  I  can  ; 
O  hey  for  the  hizzics  arc  bonny, 
The  pride  an'  subduer  n'  man. 

1868. 


MY  AIN  WIFE. 

KHX'  ve  no'  my  ain  wife, 

Sae  cheery,  young,  an'  free  ; 

O  saw  ye  ne'er  my  ain  wife. 
She's  inair  tlian  gowcl  to  me  : 

Sae  boimy,  thrifty,  noat,  an'  kin(>, 
Sae  fn'  o'  sense  an'  glee  ; 

0  wha  kens  no'  my  ain  wife. 
Kens  no'  what  wives  should  be  ! 

Sae  patient,  loving,  blythe  an'  true, 

At  least  she's  sae  to  me  ! 
O,  I  wadna  gie  my  ain  wife 

For  ony  wife  I  see  ! 

Our  hame,  it  is  a  cosey  hame. 

Our  gai'den  is  na  sma' ; 
My  mfe  aniaug  her  blossoms,  blooms 

The  sweetest  o'  them  a'. 
The  rose  an'  lily  on  her  cheeks 

Are  mingled  baith  sae  fair, 

1  aften  think  the  blushing  things 

Hae  found  their  beauty  tltere  ; 

But  she's  mair  sweet  than  sweetest  flower, 

At  least  she's  sae  to  me — 
O,  I  wachia  gie  my  am  wife 
For  ony  wife  I  see  ! 
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The  mavis  on  the  svcamnre. 

The  liutie  on  the  spray, 
Tlic  laverock  quivering  up  the  sky, 

Sings  sweet  at  break  o'  day. 
O'  ilka  bird  that  ever  sang 
On  tree  or  joyous  wing, 
Wad  cease  its  sweetest  happy  strain 
To  hear  mv  wifie  sing  ; 

Sae  fu'  ()'  feeling  is  her  voice, 

At  least  its  sae  to  me, 
<),  1  wadna  gic  my  ain  wife 
For  ony  wife  I  see  ! 

1870. 


COMMEMORATIVE  SONG. 


COME,  my  wifie,  come  awa', 
Aiul  leave  the  Babel  toun  : 
We'll  gather  flowers  by  Craigieha', 
Where  Almond  tummels  donn — 
AVhere  Almond   tnmmels  do\in,  my 
love, 
And  birdies  frae  the  tree 
Awake  the  echoes  o'  the  grove, 
That  tell  o'  love  an'  thee  ! 


O  listen  !  now  the  water  sings 

A  sang  o'  peace  an'  war. 
As  gliding  where  the  ivy  clings, 

Or  dashing  owi'e  a  scaur ! 
It  tells  how  Scotia's  poet  king 

Defended  was  frae  harm, 
As  now  your  heart,  my  bonnie  thing, 

Is  sheltered  by  my  arm  ! 

O  days,  an'  weeks,  an'  years  may  glide 
Adonn  life's  troubled  stream. 

Some  glints  o'  joy  ^vill  still  abide. 
Like  mem'ries  of  a  dream — 
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A  dream  forctelliiii:  liuppy  days, 
O  love  !  \y\  fUiK  v  tree  ; 

I'll  think  of  Almond's  woody  ways, 
O'  Cramond  glen,  and  thee. 


1871. 


c^^C^ 


WHAT'S  HER  NAME  ? 

S  it  Aggy,  or  Agnes,  or  Xancy,  or  Nan  ? 
I  heed  not  the  name  though  I  own  that 
a  spell 
Is  found  in  her  presence — and  envy  the 
man 
Whose  fortunate  fate  is  beside  her  to  dwell. 


'Tis  long,  long  ago  since  I  watched  her  one  morn, 
As  she  sat  by  her  window  overshadowed  \vith 
care : 
She  thought  of  the  absent,  so  lonely  and  lorn, 
And  played  with  the  braid  of  her  glossy  brown 
hair. 


A  single  hair  chosen,  with  twistinnr  and  twirl 
Around  her  fair  finger  a  ring  with  it  made, 

Repeating  the  action,  we  envied  the  curl, 
But  pitied  the  speck  on  her  beautiful'head  ! 
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Though  years  have  flown  o'er  her,  and  changes 
have  couie, 

Her  .smiles  and  her  dimples  and  roses  remain; 
'Tis  swegt  to  behold  her  so  joyous  at  home, 

Beloved  by  her  friends,  and  so  loving  again ! 

1873. 


WAFS  MY  LIFE. 


H  !  wac's  my  life  and  sad  my  heart, 
Tlie  salt  tears  fill  my  eyes,  Willie  ; 
Xo  hope  can  bloom  this  side  the 
tomb, 

My  songs  are  chajiged  to  sighs, 
Willie." 
Of  world's  wealth  I  could  not  boast, 
But  now  I'm  poor  indeed,  AVillie  ; 
The  last  fond  hope  I  leant  upon 
Has  failed  me  in  my  need,  Willie. 

For  wealth  or  fame  thoii'st  left  tliy  Jane, 

Forgot  thy  plighted  vow,  "\^'illie ; 
Can  honours  proud  dispel  the  cloud 

That  darkens  on  thy  brow,  WiUie  ? 
Oh,  was  I  then  a  thing  so  mean. 

For  nought  but  beauty  prized,  Willie  ! 
Caressed  one  day,  then  cast  away, 

A  faded  flower  despised,  Willie. 
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Since  love  has  fled  now  hope  is  dead, 

Soon  this  poor  lieart  will  break,  Willie  ; 
As  dear  as  life,  oh,  o:iiard  thy  wife ! 

I'll  love  her  for  thy  sake,  Willie. 
Thronirh  my  despair,  a  fervent  prayer 

"Will  rise  for  her  and  thee,  Willie  ; 
That  thou  niay'st  prove  to  her  in  love 

More  faithfnl  than  to  me,  Willie  ! 

1852. 

NANNIE   BELL. 

A    SOXG. 

LL  luck  to  the  time  I  hae  tarried, 
111  luck  to  the  days  that  are  gane  ; 
1'he  lasses  are  a  jretting  married. 
An'  I  am  left  cheerless  alane. 

O'  bonnie  anes  mony  I've  seen, 

Wi'  tresses  as  black  as  the  craw ; 
Bewitching  the  glint  o'  their  een, 
An'  lips  red  an'  ripe  as  a  haw. 
Bewildered  my  days  hae  been  spent, 
I  couldna  wale  ane  frae  the  ither ; 
Alane  I  could  say  what  I  meant. 

But  was  dazed  when  I  met  them  thegither. 
Ill  Inck  on  the  time  I  hae  tarried, 

111  luck  on  the  days  that  are  gane  ; 
The  lasses  are  a'  getting  married. 
An'  I  maun  sit  waesome  alane. 
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There  was  hinny-mou'd  Kate  o'  tlie  hill, 

AVi'  a  neck  like  the  eider-down  saft, 
I  counted  her  mine, — but  a  chill 

Cam  owre  nie  ae  nicht  when  she  laughed, 
An'  ca'd  me  the  ancient  o'  days  ; 

She  thought  me  as  auld  as  her  mithcr  ! 
Confessed  she  was  proiul  o'  my  praise, 
But  pointed  to  Matty  M'Swither. 

Ill  luck  on  the  ilays  I  hue  tarried, 

111  luck  on  the  days  that  are  gane  ; 
The  lasses  are  a'  getting  married. 
An'  I  maun  sit  crinL'intr  alaue  ! 


There's  Aggy,  the  lass  without  taint, 

Xae'snaAv  on  the  riggin  was  clearer ; 
She  looket  sae  muckle  the  saint 

That  the  evil  one  daur'd  na  come  near  her. 
As  modest,  meek,  shy  as  a  dove, 

Sae  jiuipy,  sae  neat,  an'  sae  snoddy  ! 
Yet  spui'ued  she  my  heart  for  the  sake 
*  O'  a'  short-necket  minister  body. 

Ill  luck  on  the  time  I  hae  tarried, 

111  luck  on  the  days  that  are  gaue ; 
The  lassies  are  a'  getting  manned, 
An'  I  maun  sit  sighing  alane. 


But  whist !  an'  a  secret  111  tell ! 

^A'hen  musing  ae  nicht  in  my  chamour. 
That  hazel  e'ed  widow,  Xan  Bell, 

Cast  owre  me — O  siccan  a  glamom-. 
She  looket — I  looket  I  She  smiled — 

I  smiled !  But  I'll  no  be  confessing. 
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She  clung  to  my  breast  like  a  child  ! 
An'  the  minister  gied  ns  his  blessing. 

Oil,  undo  Inck  on  the  time  I  line  tarried, 
Gude  luck  on  the  days  that  are  jrane. 
Sin  sweet  Nanmk  Bkm-  I  hae  married. — 
Oh  sweet  Nannie  Bell  is  my  ain  ! 


1868. 


SOXG. 

STKEK  the  door,  ray  bonnie  lass, 
And  sit  ye  doun  beside  me  ; 

I  feel  when  near  my  bonnie  lass 
Nao  evil  can  betide  me. 


Some  happy  years  hae  come  and  gaen 

Sin'  ye  were  bound  to  me,  lass; 
O  wedded  life  is  liberty, 

'Twere  bondage  to  be  free,  lass. 

O.  steek  the  door,  my  bonnie  lass, 

And  sit  ye  doun  beside  me  ; 
I  feel  when  near  my  bonnie  lass 
Nae  e\al  can  betide  me. 

Nae  sordid  passion  hoarding  gear 

Nae  mean  or  miser  part,  lass, 
Nae  sterilizing  atmosphere, 
To  shrivel  up  the  heart,  lass. 

O,  steek  the  door,  my  bonnie  lass, 

And  sit  ye  doun  beside  me  ; 
I  feel  when  near  my  bonnie  lass 
Nae  evil  can  betide  me. 
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Yestreen  the  storm  blew  fiene  and  loud, 

We  trembled  for  cmr  liome,  lass, 
But  monnnj»  broke  without  a  cloud, 
FortelliufT  joys  to  come,  lass. 

■O,  steek  the  door,  my  bonnie  lass, 

And  sit  ye  doun  beside  me  ; 
I  feel  when  near  my  bonnie  lass 
Nae  evil  can  betide  me. 

Should  troubles  come,  or  man  oppress, 

To  fret  the  heart  wi'  care,  lass, 
To  i'ci'l  your  hand  my  hand  caress 
Will  drive  away  despair,  lass. 

Sae  steek  the  door,  my  bonny  lass, 

And  sit  ye  down  to  cljeer  me, 
I  feel  when  neiu*  my  bonnie  lass 
Nae  trouble  cau  come  near  me. 

1866. 


SONG. 


DINNA    HINNER    ME. 

JOHN,  l)at  ye're  an  unco  plague, 

An'  winna  bide  awa'  ; 
At  niilkins,  baith  at  nicht  an  mori. 

I  2ct  nae  peace  ava. 
Hue  «lune  wi  ye're  dairni,  John. 

Tliouffli  unco  nice  it  be  : 
Hae  dune  wi'  ye're  daffin,  John, 

Ye  sairlie  huiner  me. 


The  kail  is  boilin'  owre  the  pat — 

There's  tirlin'  at  the  yett ! 
The  luilk  it  cruddles,  when  ye're  near 
The  butter  winna  set : 

O  tak  awa'  your  ban',  John, 
An'  lettiu'  mine  be  free  ! 
O,  tak'  awa'  your  han,  John, 
An'  dinna  hiuner  me  ! 


Gae  hund  your  collie  at  the  stii"k.s, 
They're  doun  amang  the  corn  ; 
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An'  gin  my  niinnie  catches  rac, 
I'll  hear  o'  it  the  morn  ! 

Sae  tak  awa  your  lips,  John, 
An'  patient  hide  awce  ; 
•  O,  tak  awa  your  lip.s,  John. 
An'  let  a  lassie  be  ! 

In  winter,  when  the  sheep  are  fauled, 

The  kye  within  the  byre. 
And  when  the  minister  has  been, 
Ye'se  hae  your  heart's  desire  : 

Ye'll  hae  your  heart's  desire,  John, 

An'  sae  will  1  in  thee  ; 
When  ance  the  twain  ai-e  ane,  John, 
We  need  na  hinnert  be  ! 
1875. 


I  WILL  LI  PI 'EX  THEE,  LASSIE. 


SONG, 


I  will  li|i]ien  thee,  lassie, 
I  will  li|i|icn  thee! 

O,  I  will  lip|)cn  tlice,  la»sio. 
For  ye  lippen  me ! 


What  matters  frin  vour  father's  <lour, 

When,  Jessie,  thou  ai-t  fain  ! 
What  matters  *nn  your  minnie's  sour. 
Sin',  lassie,  thou'rt  my  ain  ! 

O,  I  will  li|>j>en  thee,  lassie, 

1  will  lippen  thee  ! 
( ),  I  will  lipj)en  thee,  lassie, 
For  ye  lippen  me ! 

<)  (lid  the  anld  anes  ever  love, 

An'  do  as  lovers  do  ? 
I  trow  me  no,  for  pin  they  had 
Mair  feeling  they  wad  shew, 

( >,  I  will  lippen  thee,  lassie, 

I  will  lippen  thee  ! 
O,  I  ^vill  lippen  thee,  lassie. 
For  ye  lippen  me ! 
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To  think  true  love  sliouUl  only  prove 

A  li'atlior  in  the  air, 
An'  rowtli  d'  land  assent  command, 
Mak's  wortliy  nu'n  despair! 

But  I  will  lippen  thee,  lassie, 
•  I  will  lippen  thee  ! 

IJut  1  will  lippen  thee,  lassie, 
For  ye  lipj)en  me  ! 

In  Hdintown  some  pawky  loon 

Entanjjled  in  your  smile, 
!May,  like  a  man.  ilo  all  he  can 
Your  heart  frae  mc  to  wile. 

But  I  will  li])pen  thee,  lassie, 

I  will  lippen  thee  ! 
l>ut  I  will  lipi»ou  thee,  lassie, 
F(U"  ye  lippen  me  ! 

Fareweel  a  while — well  meet  in  Kyle, 

Whatever  souie  may  say  ; 
Our  love  sincere  will  keep  us  near, 
Tluiujrh  thou  art  far  away. 

Sae  I  will  lippen  thee,  lassie, 

I  will  lippen  thee ! 
Sae  I  will  lippen  thee,  lassie. 
For  ye  lippen  me! 

Thy  countless  charms  within  my  arms 

I  tanld  wi'  kisses  sweet; 
Twa  waiting  years  o'  hopes  an'  fears 
Our  triumph  makes  complete. 

'Twas  weel  I  lijjpened  thee,  lassie, 

Jessie  bricbt  an'  free  ; 
I  ever  lippened  thee,  lassie, 
For  ye  lippened  me. 
1875. 


ISA. 


1 1  !  it's  bonnie,  bonnie  Isa, 

Whose  hair  is  like  the  craw, 
Her  e'e  the  dusky  violet, 

Her  neck  the  drit'ted  snaw: 
Hy  liills  an'  howes  where  Annan 
ruwcs 
Arc  lasses  bricht  an'  braw, 
But  my  bonnie,  bonnie  Isa 
Is  the  flower  amang  them  a'. 


I  lo'ed  her  in  the  summer  time. 

When  sweet  the  laverock  sang ; 
Anil  mair  an'  mair  in  winter  prime, 

When  uiclits  were  dark  and  lang 
But  oh,  I  lo'ed  her  maist  o'  a' 

When,  nestlin'  near  tae  me. 
She  pined  awa — owre  plain  I  saw 

My  bonnie  baini  wad  dee. 


She  took  my  hans  atween  her  ain, 
An'  held  them  tae  her  breast, 

An'  wi'  her  slender  fingers,  mine 
Sae  tenderly  caressed; 


ISA. 

Then  lookin'  up  sac  lovingly, 
While  tears  cam'  rinnin'  doon, 

Said,  '•  Willie  !— Willie,  thuik  o'  me! 
ril  be  in  heaven  soon." 

m 

But  while  she  spak'  a  stranger  cam' — 

(Then  melted  was  the  snaw) — 
Said,  "  Isa  will  arise  again, 

An'  lie  a  joy  tae  a'." 
An'  in  the  spring  our  Isa  rose. 

Slipped  aff  her  weai-y  pain  ; 
An'  smilin'  bricht  as  simmer  liiiht. 

She's  brocht  us  joy  again  ! 

1870. 
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ON  RECEIVIXO  A  BUNCH  OF  VIOLETS, 
CHRISTMAS,  1869. 


1  IE  frost  had  fettered  stream  and  lake, 
The  silent  snow  fell  flake  on  flake, 
Thouj.di  wold  and  field  were  all  unseen, 
\\'ekncw  the  grass  was  growing  green. 


Low  fell  the  droopincr  curtain  cloud, 
And  veiled  the  sky  as  with  a  shroud  ; 
Yet  far  beyond — we  knew  tlie  light 
Of  Glory  shone,  with  radiance  bright  ! 

■WTien,  chilled  with  cold,  and  fingers  numb, 
I  saw  the  welcome  missive  come  ; 
The  hidden  flowers  sweet  odours  bring, 
To  tell  me  somewhere  breathes  the  spring. 


In  evei'y  trusting  heart  is  found 
Some  little  patch  of  sacred  ground. 
Where  flowers  of  Faith  and  Hope  have  room 
To  spread  and  shed  a  sweet  perfume. 


GLEN  VALENTINE.' 


OME,  bonnie  lassie — come  away! 
In  shady  woods  M'e'll  spend  the  day. 
And  ill  tlie  cvenintj  slowly  stray 
To  beautiful  CJleii  Valentine. 
^^'hen  lambkins  bleat  along  the  hill, 
And  evening  dews  their  >wi'ets  distil. 
We'll  every  sense  with  rapture  fill 
In  beautiful  Glen  Valentine. 


'  This  secluded  and  beautiful  glen  may  be  found 
jamona;  the  grassy  hills  of  Upper  Nithsdale.  The 
pedestrian  from  Thornhill  to  Ivadhills,  passing  up 
Cari'on  Water,  will  arrive  at  Dalveun  House,  and  cross 
the  ridge  of  hill  immediately  behind  that  pleasant  re- 
sidence. Having  descended  into  the  bottom  of  the  glen, 
and  beginning  to  ascend  towards  Leadhills,  he  will 
come,  on  the  right  hand,  to  a  glen  which  meets  Glen 
Enterkin  at  nearly  right  angles.  This  is  Glen  Valen- 
tine, which  winds  round  the  base  of  the  beautiful  hills. 
ISo  silent  is  it,  that  beyond  it  one  might  fancy  he  could 
find  the  Fountain  of  Eternal  Silence.  Near  the  foot 
of  the  glen  is  a  scaur,  most  pictures(pie  and  wonder- 
fully tinted  :  all  shades  of  yellow  and  violet,  up  to  the 
deepest  red,  may  be  seen  there ;  and  there  stand 
sundry  rocks,  like  monuments  of  the  past,  protesting 
agsiinst  the  bloody  wars,  to  which  tradition  ascribes  the 
glowing  colours  referred  to. 
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Whoe'er  goes  there,  l»y  day  or  night, 
By  sunshine  or  by  starry  h'jjht. 
There  ever  beams  a  radiance  bright 

In  bcautifid  ( Jlen  Valentine, 
There  rises  hij.di  tht.-  tinte<l  scaur, 
Rhtodstained  in  time  of  Clavers'  war ; 
Its  hues  remain,  tlioii<.di  strife  afar 

Is  banished  fi-oiu  Glen  Valentine. 

The  Clyde  may  boast  ks  Cora  Linn  ; 
The  Nith  its  tawny  foam  and  din  ; 
The  neighbouring  glen  its  Knterkin  ; 

Give  mc  serene  Glen  Valentine. 
High  o'er  my  head  the  curlew  calls, 
Where  nionutains  rise  like  grassv  walls; 
Beside  nie  sing  the  waterfiUls 

Of  beaiitiful  Glen  Valentine. 

And  here,  to  cheer  nic,  dawns  a  smile, 
And  swells  a  bosom  free  from  guile — 
A  hand  within  my  hand  the  while 

Makes  beautiful  Glen  Valentine. 
Whilst  Lowtliers  lifts  its  lofty  brow, 
Dalveen  spreads  green  its  bonny  knowe, 
ril  sacre<l  keep  the  solemn  vow 

First  breathed  in  sweet  Glen  Valentine. 

1869. 


TO  MY   MOTHER, 


ON    ATTAINING    HER    KIGHTY-TIIIRD   YEAB   OF  AGE. 


f>    HAPPY  iiLW  year!   my  Mother; 
A  happy  and  hoaltliy  new  year  I 
IMany  yeai's  have  fluwn   over  us, 
Mother, 
Since  New  Year's  day  found  me 
here. 


iThontrh  many  a  change  has  come,  ^Mother  ; 

For  tliankt'ulness — how  niucli  room! 
Though  half  of  the  joy  of  your  life.  Mother, 

Lies  low  in  the  silent  tomb. 


It  is  thirty  years  and  more.  Mother, — 

The  time  I  remember  well ; 
The  frost  was  hard  in  the  vale.  Mother, 

The  snow  lay  deej)  on  the  fell : 

The  drift  drove  high  o'er  the  hill,  Mother, 
And  ships  were  wrecked  in  the  bay  ; 

And  cattle,  and  sheep,  and  men,  Mother, — 
Were  lost  on  that  sorrowful  day. 
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WhtMi  the  wild  winds  ceased  ti)  wail,  Mother, 
And  nelLrhhours  in  sympathy  met. 

To  speak  of  tlie  tonchinij  tale,  Mother. — 
A  tale  I  can  never  forget ; 

The  Minister  in  the  Ku-k,  Mother, 
Wept  sore  wlien  he  tried  to  bless  ; 

Bnt,  oil,  how  he  fervently  prayetl.  Mother, 
For  widowed  and  fatlierless  ! 

The  time  has  long  passed  and  gone,  Mother, 
Like  a  stone  droppe<l  into  the  sea, 

But  low  in  the  core  of  my  heart,  Mother, 
'Tis  written,  and  present  with  me  ! 

Then — then,  like  the  raven's  winir.  Mother, 

My  hair  was  black  ; — but  now. 
Time's  wintry  frost  and  rime.  Mother, 

Lie  white  upon  cheek  and  brow. 

'Tis  a  wearisome  life  at  best,  Mother, 

But  lessons  of  love  and  truth 
Are  seldom  forgotten  in  age.  Mother, 

When  properly  tauglit  in  youth. 

So  tutored  we  welcome  death,  Mother, 

And  lovingly  go  to  rest 
On  the  balmy  bosom  of  earth,  iSIother, 

As  a  bii-d  returns  to  its  nest. 

And  now  I  must  off  and  away,  Mother  : 

In  gouig  I  can  but  pray 
God's  blessing  may  rest  on  your  head,  Mother, 

This  beautiful  Xew  Year's  day. 


IN  MEMORIAM. 


ilN  years  ago,  in  summer  time, 
In  peace  we  gently  laid  Liiu, 
\\'here  chestnut,   oak,  antl  beech 
combine 
Their  wuvcn  boughs  to  shade  him. 

To  shade,  not  him,  but  what  remained: 

The  soul,  the  body  spurning. 
Had  flown  away  to  realms  of  day. 

Dust  waiting  its  returning. 

And  now  the  sere  leaves,  fading,  fall. 

In  every  tread  we  feel  them 
To  crunching  break,  as  if  they'd  speak. 

Where  eddying  breezes  wheel  them. 

The  sun  showers  heat  from  azure  skies, 
Xo  cloud  flings  darkness  o'er  us, 

Tlie  only  shadow  darkling  near 
Comes  from  the  bier  before  us. 

Deep,  deep  in  earth  a  father  lies  ! — 

Two  sisters  and  a  brother 
Kepose  on  either  side, — and  now 

We  gently  lay  a  mother ! 
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'Tis  well :   for  fifty  yoars  or  more 
They  fou;.'lit  life's  fiu'lit  togctlier, 

AikI  .'«hare<l  it.s  perils,  j.'rief«,  and  joys, 
Its  rough,  its  jieaccful  weather. 

One  aim  in  life,  one  hope  in  deat]i, 
Was  year  by  year  unfolding — 

Then  fame  decay,  they  pass  away, 
One  grave  their  ilust  is  holding  I 

Xo  higher  aim  than  honest  fame — 
Tlu'ir  trust,  the  (Jospel  story  ; 

They  gently  fell  asleep  in  faith, 
To  wake  again  in  glory  ! 

uro. 


THE   BRUISED   FLOWER. 


HE  stripping  wind  lilew  liowlinj;  pa.«t. 

An(l(iiiiverinj:,t'nini  the  j>oj>l!irstull 

Tliowliirlinj.'  leaves  fell  thick  und  fast, 

And  c'ddyiii<r  flew  to  he<i<;t.'  and  wall 

For  rofuye  ere  the  rain  should  fall. 


The  drenching  rain  came  down  a])ace, 
Down  came  the  stinjjuijr  arrowy  sleet ; 

When  Sii.-an,  with  a  streaniinfr  face, 
With  tatteretl  gown,  and  naked  feet, 
Came  shivering  slowly  up  the  street ; 

Vaine  battling  with  the  driving  rain. 
With  burning  brow  and  bosom  bare — 

Slu'lter  was  prolFered — presseil — 'twas  vain — 
While  spurning  back  her  matteil  hair 
She  cried,  ••  What  shelters  from  despair  ?" 


She  heedless  passe<l  her  birthplace  by, 

And  staggering,  crept  the  ohl  church  i-ound  : 

Then  lingering,  fixe<l  her  wandering  eye 
A  moment  on  a  little  mound — 
A  baby's  grave — sad  verdict — "drowned  !" 
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A  traitorous  tongue  witli  flattery  wooed 
And  won  her  heart — then  stole  her  dower, 

Her  honev-dcw  of  niaidenlmod  : 
In  i)aiii — in  lier  extreniest  Imnr — 
He  flung  awav  the  bruised  flower  ! 

The  tempest  ceased,  the  mom  arose — 
Men  rose  to  <.'Uun  lute  autumn  sheaves  ; 

y\jul  where  the  whispering  pophir  grows, 
And  ])laiutive  wind  perpetual  grieves, 
Hulf-buried  by  the  withering  leaves. 

Lay  one  released  from  scorn — from  strife  : 
Her    eohl  hand  elenched  this  scroll,  wliich 
saith, — 

"  O  God  !  forgive  him  in  his  life 
As  I  forgive  him  in  my  death  ; 
And,  oh  !  forgive  my  sinning  faith." 

RKTRintTlVE. 

On  last  year's  graves  the  grass  is  green, 
And  nuiri-iage-bells  are  gaily  ringing — 

A  courtly  knight  has  bridegroom  been, 
And  all  the  world  his  praise  is  singing, — 
But  close — how  clo^  the  bride  is  clinging  ! 

White  as  the  snowy  wreath  she  wears — 
Her  V)reathing  quick,  her  stej)  unsteady : 

Haste,  haste — she  faints!  what  anguish  tears 
His  sold?  Too  late — too  late  !  already 
On  Susan's  grave  lies  dead  his  lady  ! 


OVER  THE  HILLS. 

VKll  tilt'  liills  the  wintry  w  ind 

Blew  wildly,  fiercely  screaming ; 
Aildwn  the  irlen  rushed  tawiiv  floods. 
The  tempest  rocked  the  Closeburn 
wootls. 
Where  lay  the  cushats  dreaming  : 
And  droamintr.  too,  a  maiden  lav, 
A  maiden  lovely  as  the  day, 
*  And  sweet  as  is  the  scented  M  ay, 
Lay  Hebe  fondly  dreaming. 

Over  the  hills  the  spring  winds  came, 

Softly,  gently  blowing  ; 
Adown  the  glen  the  trlancing  rills 
Came  dancing  from  the  Closeburn  hills, 

In  sweetest  cadence  flowing : 
And  do^\^l  the  glen  a  gallant  came, 
"Who  woke  to  life  love's  latent  flame, 
Xew  life  awakened  by  a  name 

That  came  like  music  flowing. 
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Over  the  hills  the  summer  breeze 

Came  with  odours  laden  ; 
Odours  wafted  from  the  trees, 
^^^^ere  sini^  the  happy  summer  bees, 

And  happy  made  the  maiden  : 
For  with  it  came  sweet  oranjie  flowers. 
So  wisely  prized  in  lady  bowers ; 
Oh.  Ilebe  is  no  lonjjer  ours. 
For  married  is  the  maiden  ! 

1862. 


THE   MAID    OF   ALTON  VALE. 

MID  the  rocky  sylvan  scene 

Wliere  murmuring  Churnet  flows, 
AVith   many  a  curve   through  mea- 
dows green, 
'Neath  cliffs  with  beetling  brows, 
Young  Bertha,  like  a  flower  of  spring 

Unfokling,  pleased  the  eye ; 
Her  voice  could  cheer  like  sweetest  soug, 
Or  melt  like  summer's  sigh. 

As  seasons  flew,  the  maiden  grew 

So  wonderfully  fair. 
That  many  a  loving  youth  was  drawn 

To  watch  and  wander  there. 
But  there  was  one  of  lordly  state, 

^VTio  prayed  he  might  prevail. 
And  win  to  grace  his  sisterhood 

The  maid  of  Alton  Vale. 
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"VVitb  wily  speech  and  holy  zeal, 

And  dazzling  promise  blent, 
Bewildered  Bertha  trembling  gave 

A  whispering,  slow  consent. 
Soou,  soon  the  roses  on  her  cheeks 

Were  changed  for  lilies  pale, 
And  many  a  pitying  heart  bemoaned 

The  maid  of  Alton  Vale. 

For  saintly  vows  the  Abbess  thought 

The  novice  inly  pined, 
Xor  dreamt  that  Bertha's  beating  heart 

To  other  vows  inclined. — 
The  rock  was  steep,  the  turret  high. 

Yet  love  found  means  to  scale  : 
By  Harry's  side  she  blooms  a  bride. 

And  still  in  Alton  Vale. 

1856. 


MARY. 

TIE  vernal  blossoms,  building  fair, 

Were  not  so  fair  as  Marv  ; 
The  sweetest  sounds  that  ehami  tlic 
air 
Were  far  excelled  by  Mary. 
Her  looks  awoke  tlic  poet's  strain; 
He  looked,  admired,  and  looke<l  again  : 
The  wisdom  beamins  from  her  brain 
Made  sages  yield  to  !Mary ! 


The  summer  breathing  ftdours  sweet 

Were  ever  sweet  to  Mary, 
And  Autumn  made  her  joy  complete  ; 

So  happy  then  was  Mary  ! 
Youn"  Love  was  cherished  in  her  breast 
Her  lover's  wishes  all  confessed, 
Witliiu  his  arras  supremely  blessed. 

Most  blessed  of  maids  was  Mary  ! 


But  winter's  chilling  blasts  have  come. 
And  winter's  come  to  Mary  ; 

Black  desolation  marks  the  home 
Of  once  the  blithesome  Mary  ! 
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All  weary  now  she  sits  alone  ; 
Friends  dearest — kindred — all  are  gone  ; 
The  sleepless  night-wind's  plaintive  moan 
Companion  is  of  Mary  ! 


«^i>iQ^ 


THE   PIPING   SHEPHERD  BOY. 


INSCRIBED    TO    JENNY    L- 


'E  musing  wandered  by  the  streams 
That    glide     through     grast^y 
vales, 
*^     Between  the   mountains  high 
and  green 
Of  ever-pleasant  Wales ; 
And,  listening,  heard  such  music  flow 

As  filled  the  ear  with  joy ! 
Instinctively  we  praised  the  cause — 
A  piping  shepherd  boy  I 

The  strain  in  softest  cadence  told 

A  tender  tale  of  love, 
More  sweet  than  song  of  nightingale, 

Or  linnet  in  the  grove  ; 
Rock,  stream,  and  lake  their  echoes  wake 

And  waver  o'er  the  plain — 
Its  trem'lons  movements  swell  the  heart, 

And  linger  in  the  brain. 
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It  changed  !  ami  then  its  thrilling  tones 

Made  vibrate  chords  of  fire, 
To  rouse  the  patriotic  sonl, 

And  daring  deeds  inspire  ! 
"VVe  seemed  to  hear  the  measured  tread 

Of  troops  of  marching  men  ; 
With  fife  and  dnnn,  they  bannered  come 

In  triunii)h  tlirough  the  glen  ! 

Another  change  !      I  low  sweet  and  strange  ! 

We  feel  our  cheeks  grow  pale  ; 
Great  tears  arise  and  dim  our  eyes, 

The  march  becomes  a  wail 
Of  deepest  gi-ief  for  maid  or  chief. 

Then,  fading  with  the  day. 
Far  up  the  hill,  where  mists  are  chill, 

The  music  dies  away. 
1875. 


A   POET'S   WIFE. 


K  slejit  wlien  fever  had  racked  his  brain, 
And  A\-ildcring  visions  alarmed   his 
soul ; 
While  sleeping,  he  felt  that  the  holiest 
strain 

Of  melody  over  his  senses  stole  : 
It  calmed  his  breast,  it  soothed  his  brow, 
Its  memory  haunts  him  even  now. 


He  dreamt,  and  a  spirit  that  cheered  like  ^vine 
Appeared  in  the  shape  of  a  witching  flower  : 
And  from  its  chalice  a  hand  divine 

Poured  odorous  dew  in  a  ceaseless  shower : 
It  cooled  his  cheek,  made  glad  his  heart, 
And  he  felt  new  life  in  liis  pulses  start. 


Oh,  still  he  dreamt,  and  the  magical  thing 

Assumed  the  form  of  a  meek-eyed  dove  ; 
And  the  breeze  it  flung  from  its  fluttering  wing 
Was  the  heavenly  breath  of  sustaining  love  : 
Through  every  nerve  it  quickening  ran, 
From  a  ti'ance  like  death  he  awoke  a  man. 
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A    POETS  WIFE. 


He  awoke,  and  beside  his  weary  bed, 

To  smooth  his  pilktw  and  fan  his  cheek, 
Watched  one  whose  beauty  his  dreams  had  fed — 
Whose  presence  gave  strength  to  liis  frame  so 
weak  : 
Unwearying  love  had  saved  his  life, — 
'Twas  llosa,  his  beautiful,  patient  wife. 
1854. 

A   POET'S   DAUGHTER. 


OUNG  llosa  is  bonny,  and  blithe,  and 


y'   As  a  sunny  gleam  on  a  showery  day, 
Or  the  firstling  flower  of  the  sweet, 
sweet  May. 


Like  music,  when  wedded  to  words  of  sense  ; 
Like  truth,  unsullied  by  vain  pretence ; 
She  is  melotly,  mirth,  and  innocence. 

As  the  pool  leaps  up  when  the  rain-drops  fall. 
Her  spirit  leaps  up  when  the  sorrowing  call : 
Where  pain  is  felt,  she  would  soothe  it  all. 

To  merit  all  eyes,  and  to  rudeness  blind, 

Rejoicing  in  all  that  she  good  can  find ; 

"  For  the  darkest  cloud  is  with  silver  lined." 

Her  laugh  is  merry,  and  clear,  and  shrill 
As  the  hunter's  horn  when  the  air  is  still. 
Or  the  lark  when  it  carols  o'er  cloud  and  hill. 
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Oh,  she  is  not  fair ;  for  her  dark  hair  shines 

In  twisted  masses — her  cheek  inclines 

To  the  brown  warm  hue  of  the  land  of  vines. 

Her  mother  looks  out  from  her  coal-black  eyes, 

And  her  father's  spirit  is  seen  to  rise 

When  they  kindle  and  flash  with  a  quick  surprise. 

Not  alone  for  her  beauty  and  gentle  mood 

Is  Rosa  beloved  as  one's  daily  food ; 

We  love  her — all  love  her — because  she's  good. 


o 
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NEVER  DESPAIR. 

GAIN  I  behold  thee,  green  gem  of  the 
ocean, 
Revisit  the  home  where  I  wandered 
^?_  a  child, 

But  what  makes  my  heart  feel  this 
tremulous  motion  ? 
My  house  is  deserted,  my  garden  a  wild  ! 
Yet  I  will  not  despaur.   Sure  the  fond  love  I  cherish 

Shall  urge  me  to  action,  my  house  to  repair  ; 
No  more  I'll  forsake  thee — no  !  sooner  I'll  perish 
Than  fail  in  my  duty,  and  faint  in  despair  ! 

Where  are  the  ties  of  affection  that  bound  me. 

Where  is  Aileen,  I  have  come  back  to  wed  ? 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  autumn  they're  scattered 
around  me. 
My  friends  they  have  vanished — poor  Aileen  is 
dead ! 
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NEVER  DESPAIR. 


Vet  I  grieve  not,  believe  not  but  pleasure  secd.- 


flyin 


May  lodge  in  my  heart  and  grow  blossoming 
tliore  ! — 
Sure  love  like  a  branch  duly  grafted  in  season. 
Will  yield  me  its  fruit — so  I  will  not  despair. 


Oh,  love,  darling  love,  in  its  truth  never  changes. 

Its  object  may  lade  and  its  subject  may  die, 
'Tis  the  spirit  of  life,  through  creation  it  ranges, 

The  pulse  of  the  earth  and  the  light  of  the  sky. 
Oh,  I  will  not  repine  ;  far  beyond  the  storms  drearest 

In  beauty  serene,  smiles  a  sky  ever  fair ! 
So  behind  the  heart's  grief  lies  the  love  that  is 
dearest. 

Who  woos  it  shall  win  it.     Oh,  never  despair. 

1852. 


TO   NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 


ON    THE    ANNIVERSARY    OF    HIS    DAUGHTER    UNA  S 
BIRTHDAY. 


VERSE  !— My  friend,  'tis  hard  to 
rhyme 
When  cares  the  heart  enfold, 
And  Fancy  feels  the  freezing  time, 
And  shrivels  with  the  cold. 
And  yet,  however  hard  it  seems 

To  generously  comply, 
The  heart,  fraternal,  throbbing,  deems 
It  harder  to  deny. 


Few  love  the  weary  Winter  time, 

When  trees  are  gaunt  and  bare, 
And  fields  are  grey  with  silver  rime, 

And  biting  keen  the  air. 
Though  all  without  is  weird  and  waste. 

And  shrill  the  tempest's  din. 
With  those  well  suited  to  our  taste 

How  bright  is  all  within  ! 
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But  oil  !  the  Spring,  the  early  Spring, 

Is  brimming  full  of  mirtli, 
When  mating  birds,  on  happy  wing, 

Rain  music  on  the  earth  ; 
And  Earth,  responsive,  spreadeth  ^vide 

Her  leafy  robe  of  green. 
Till  !March  is  wreathed  in  flowery  pride — 

A  smiling  virgin  queen. 


Oh  !  that  dear  time  is  dearer  made 

By  Love's  mysterious  will, 
Which  in  the  sun  and  in  the  shade 

Its  impulse  must  fulfil ; 
In  wood,  or  wild,  or  rosy  face. 

The  law  is  broad  and  clear  ; 
Love  lends  its  all -entrancing  grace 

To  spring-time  of  the  year. 


Spring-time,  my  friend,  with  mystic  words, 

Has  fdled  thy  life  with  joy, 
Bound  close  thy  heart  with  triple  cords 

That  age  can  ne'er  destroy. 
For  her,  thy  first — so  fair,  so  good, 

So  innocent  and  sweet — 
An  angel  pure  as  model  stood  ! 

The  cojjy,  how  complete  ! 


Oh  !  sacred  season,  ever  blest, 

When  saints  their  offerings  bring. 

Thou  to  thy  heart  an  offering  prest 
More  fair  than  flowers  of  Spring. 
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A  miracle  ! — long  ere  the  yoke 

Of  winter  passed  away, 
Thy  Hawtliome  into  blossom  broke, 

Anticipating  May !  ^ 

'  The  foregoing  verses  were  composed  at  the  urgent 
request  of  the  late  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  my  intimate 
and  very  dear  friend,  on  the  anniversary  of  the  birth- 
day of  his  daughter  Una.  Hence  the  allusion  in  the  last 
verse,  wliich,  without  this  explanation,  would  not  be 
understood.  The  verses  were  wi'it  ten  several  years  ago. 
Mr.  Hawthorne  was  then  staying  at  Leamington,  in 
Warwickshire,  busy  with  the  last  sheets  of  his  Italian 
romance  "  Transformation."  In  the  words  of  a  rela- 
tive, "  The  verses  bring  up  many  pleasant  recollections, 
dimmed  by  the  remembrance  that  he,  who  could  rouse 
^witha  skill  unequalled  the  tenderestemotions,anddepict 
with  infinite  power  the  deepest  passions  of  the  human 
heart,  is  mouldering  in  the  tomb.  Those  who  knew 
Mr.  Hawthorne  best  loved  him  most :  and  all  who  were 
acquainted  with  the  plans  he  had  hoped  to  carry  out, 
regret  that  death  should  have  stilled  the  heart  and 
stayed  the  hand  before  his  greatest  work  was  accom- 
plisiied." 


A  SKETCH  FROM  MEMORY. 

ORGET  her !  ah,  no,  I  shall  never 
forget  her ; 
How  silently,  fondly  enraptured 
I  clung 
To  the  soul-soothing  cadence  first 
heard  when  I  met  her, 
The  syllabled  sweetness  that  flowed  from  her 
tongue ! 

Her  brow  so  illumined  by  goodness  and  wit  is, 
Her  cheeks  blushing   beauty  unfurrowed   by 
care ; 
Her  eye  beaming  love  with  all  tenderness  lit  is  ; 
And  lips  made  for  kissing  ; — I  wonder  who'd 
dare  ! 

So  lithesome  and  graceful,  reclining  or  moving, 
So  light  is  her  footfall,  we  hear  not  a  sound  ; 

A  womanly  woman,  with  spu-it  all  loving, 
We  feel  as  she  walks  we  should  envy  the 
ground ; 
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In  toil  or  in  leisure,  her  love  without  measure 
Would  comfort  and  gladden  the  heart    of  a 
man ; 

A  fathomless  pleasure — an  evermore  treasure — 
Is  found  in  our  peerless — our  sweet  Marianne. 

1867.     • 


WHAT   LOVE   IS   LIKE. 


LOVE  is  like  the  forest  glade, 
At  once  a  shelter  and  a  shade. 
From  autumn  wind  and  winter  snow, 
And  hectic  summer's  passion  glow  : 

O !  my  love  is  like  the  forest 
glade. 

At  once  a  shelter  and  a  shade. 


O  !  Love  is  like  the  orange  tree, 
^  On  which  both  flower  and  fruit  we  see ; 
Buddings  sweet,  and  fruitage  green, 
Mingling  with  the  ripe  are  seen. 

O !  my  love  is  like  the  orange  tree, 
Bringing  flowers  and  fruit  to  me. 

O  !  Love  is  like  the  monthly  rose, 
That  neither  spring  nor  winter  knows  ; 
Month  by  month  it  blossom  strews. 
Month  by  month  its  bud  renews. 

O  !  my  love  is  like  the  blushing  rose. 
That  neither  spring  nor  winter  knows. 
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O !  Love  is  like  the  eager  bee, 
And  gatlicrs  sweets  from  wood  and  lea, 
From  purple  heath — acacia  bloom, 
And  clover  shedding  sweet  perfume ; 

O  !  my  love  is  like  the  restless  bee, 
And  sweetest  honey  bruigs  to  me. 

O !  Love  is  like  a  streamlet  bright 
That  laughs  beneath  the  starry  light, 
And,  (lancing  gaily,  singing  goes 
To  clasp  the  ocean  whence  it  rose ! 

O !  were  my  love  as  streamlets  are, 
I'd  be — but  not  a  distant — star ! 

O  !  Love  is  like  the  eddying  breeze, 
That  bears  the  odour  from  the  trees, 
Or,  lingering,  toys  with  every  grace. 
And  clasps  the  world  in  soft  embrace. 

O !  my  love  is  like  the  winds  that  play, 
And  clasps  me  closer  day  by  day. 

O  !   Love  is  like  the  bird  that  flies 

Evermore  to  sunny  skies, 

Shuns  the  stoi-m,  and  seeks  the  charm 

Of  shady  groves,  in  regions  warm ; 

O,  my  love  is  like  a  bird,  and  flies 
To  bask  beneath  his  lady's  eyes. 

1867. 


FAIR  AND  BRIEF. 


AIR  and  brief — Aiir  and  brief, 
Opening  flower  and  swelling  leaf, 
Ik'autif'ul  bcvond  belief 
Arc  the  summer's  flower  and  leaf. 


Loving  eyes — loving  ejes, 
Glancing  with  a  new  surprise  ; 
On  her  knee  the  baby  lies, 
Ah  !  how  soon  the  spirit  flies  ! 

Jov  and  sricf — iov  and  "i-ief. 
Mingling,  make  this  mortal  sheaf! 
Comes  the  worm,  and,  like  a  thief, 
Steals  the  beauty  from  the  leaf! 

Paling  cheek— paling  cheek, 
Parching  lip  and  hectic  streak. 
Sleepless  eyes  and  pulsings  weak, 
Sapping  sickness  plainly  speak  I 

Ah  !  how  brief — ah,  how  brief  1 
Time  and  change  brought  no  relief 
From  the  sentence  !      Woe  and  jrrief !- 
She  died,  as  died  the  autumn  leaf. 


AN    APPEAL     FOR     PEACE. 


DURING   THE  FBA!*CO-GEEMAN   WAR. 


LUST   of   Conquest,    Power,    and 
Fame, 
Ambitiun,  Wealth,  and  Pride  ! 
What  evils  follow  in  your  train  ; 
For  you  have  millions  died  ! 
Alas  !   alas  !   for  bonny  France  ! 

Her  rivers  Loire  and  Seuie 
Run  red  with  blood  ;   their  sunny  banks 
Are  reeking  with  the  slain. 

O  Europe,  lift  your  mighty  voice, 

And  bid  the  camajje  cease  ! 
From  out  thy  sea-walled  citadel, 

O  England,  plead  for  peace ! 
Plead  for  the  helpless,  homeless  ones. 

Childhood  and  hoary  years  ; 
Plead  for  the  orphan's  piteous  cry. 

The  wailing  widow's  tears  ! 


'  Set  to  music  and  sold  for  the  benefit  of  the  Refu- 
gees' Benevolent  Fund. 
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Republic,  Council,  Kaiser-King, 

Forpfet  not  this  decrke  ! 
Each  loving  life  your  lust  destroys, 

Heaven  will  demand  of  thee ! 
Conunand,  O  CJoi),  Thfiu  Kinir  of  Icings. 

.Break  angry  passions  down  : 
That  1'kaci:,  anil  Love,  and  Brothekhood 

May  all  the  nations  crown  ! 

1870. 


LINES  WRITTEN"  DURING  ILLNESS. 


KOl^ND  om-  homo  the  wintei-'s  storm 
Its  fearfid  contlict  wa"-es. 
While  in  my  poor  devoted  ti-ame 

Intensest  fever  rajres  : 
But  storm  without,  nor  fii-e  within, 
Can  sink  the  heart  in  sadness. 
Or  change  the  sunshine  of  my  life 
To  melancholy  madness  ! 


Untiring  love  upon  me  waits, 

A  wife's  devout  attention, 
And  every  want  anticipates 

Ere  lips  theu*  wish  can  mention  : 
While  love  remains,  the  bed  of  pain 

Is  changed  to  one  of  pleasiu-e. 
It  tries  the  truth  of  early  vows. 

And  proves  the  heart  a  treasure. 
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Wlien  Nature  gave  ray  love  her  life, 

81ie  then  brought  forth  her  fairest ; 
When  Fortune  gave  her  as  a  wife, 

She  gave  me  then  her  rarest ; 
And  to  protect  her  while  I  may 

Shall  be  my  chief  endeavour. 
With  hive  that  strengthens  day  bv  <lay, 

And  onlv  Death  can  sever  ! 


^ 


LOVE'S  POTENCY. 

II,  heavy  pain  ! — Oh,  weary  brain  ! 
Oh,  heart  that  wildly  beateth  ! 
(ireat  ocean's  surge,  love's  moanin<r 
dirge 

For  evermore  repeateth 
The  dismal  cry — from  earth  to  sky — 
"Torn  spirit,  free  thyself  and  fly  !" 

What,  craven  be  !   Xo,  by  the  sea, 

And  earth  with  all  its  treasm-es ! 
If  she  can  scoff,  then  I  can  laugh, 

And  seek  some  nobler  pleasures. 
Though  she's  divine,  shall  I  repine  ? 
No !  Love  and  grief  I'll  drowii  in  wine. 

Oh,  fool ! — Oh,  shame  on  manhood's  name ! 

Farewell  to  peace  for  ever  ; 
I  thought  to  drown  Love's  angi-y  frown 

In  wine  as  in  a  river. 
I  madly  r^uaffed — at  every  draught 
The  fiends  exultant  mouthed  and  laughed. 
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The  frenzy  fled — arouml  my  head 
And  in  my  heart  simg  angel  voices, 

"Be  gentle,  kind,  and  trne,  and  find 
Thei-e's  one  in  all  tliy  joy  rejoices." 

Love  s  liglit  did  shine — I  woke  from  wine, 

And  foimd  ray  darling's  hand  in  mine  ! 


4 

MY  SPIRIT  LOVE. 

Y  shady  rocks,  where  trees  grew  tall, 
And  near  a  sounding  waterfall — 
When    summer   sweetest  blossoms 

strewed. 
And    birds   melodious  channed  the 
wood, 
A  maiden,  meek  as  cooing  dove, 
T  met,  and  told  her  all  my  love  ! 

Adown  her  shoulders  rippling  rolled 
Her  wavy  hair,  like  streams  of  gold  ! 
From  dewy  eyes  of  azure  hue, 
A  soul  serene  came  beaming  through. 
My  heart  in  cadence  coiUd  but  move 
In  unison  m  ith  her  I  love  ! 

The  red  rose  and  the  lily  strove 
To  mn  the  cheek  of  my  dear  love  ; 
The  red  rose  did  at  first  prevail, 
But  yielded  to  the  lily  pale  ! 
And  now  ?     Ah  me  !  in  realms  above 
The  lily  crowns  my  Spirit  Love  ! 
1872. 


EXILE'S  SOXG, 


suggested  by  a  tictirk  prksented  to  the 

author  by  the  committee  of  the 

refugees'  benevolent  fund. 


ING,  sing  me  the  song  of  my  Father- 
land, 
That  T  left  so  long  ago; 
And  pliiy   me  again    that   sweet   old 
strain, 

With  cadence  soft  and  low ! 
Beftu'c  mv  eves  dear  mountains  rise. 

And  loom  through  the  mist  of  years  ; 
My  grand  old  home,  with  tuiTet  and  dome, 
Is  glimmering  through  my  tears. 

Sing,  sing  me  the  song  of  my  Fatherland, 

That  I  left  so  long  ago ; 
And  play  me  again  that  sweet  old  strain, 
"With  cadence  soft  and  low  ! 


List !  list  to  the  sound  !  for  methinks  I  hear 

Far  off  the  echoing  horn  ! 
And  the  hunter  s  call,  that  aroused  us  all 

For  the  cliase  on  the  breezy  mom  ! 
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Away,  away  fly  the  hunters  fiay, 

How  gallantly  on  they  ride  ! 
But  none  of  them  all  is  so  fair  and  tall, 
As  Lillie,  my  own,  my  bride. 

Sincf,  sing  me  the  song  of  my  Fatherland, 

That  I  left  so  lonor  aj:©  : 
And  ])lay  me  again  that  sweet  old  strain, 
Witii  cadence  soft  and  low  ! 

Hark  !  hark,  'tis  the  beat  of  the  rollinsr  drum. 

And  the  hurrying  rush  of  men  ! 
O  little  cares  IMight  for  the  cause  of  Right, 

Our  freedom  is  stabbed  again  ! 
The  vision  has  fled,  and  my  weary  head 

I  lean  on  my  feeble  hand — 
No  more  !  no  more,  O  never  more  ! 
Shall  I  gaze  on  my  Fatherland. 

Yet  sing  me  the  song  of  my  Fatherland. 

That  I  left  so  lonof  ago  ; 
O  play  me  again  the  dear  old  strain, 
Though  it  maketh  my  tears  to  flow. 

1872. 
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WP]LCOME  IS  NIGHT. 


W  KLC(  )ME  is  night.  trL'l)lv  wolcoinc 

to  him 
Whoso  heart  with  h)ve  tiirolihing  is 

full  to  tiie  hrim, 
When  the  soul  that's  been  fettered  hv 
care  thnujli  the  <hiy, 
On  tlio  pinion-  of  ph-asnre  soars  sailing  away; 
When  trntli  is  most  (hiring,  most  freely  cxj»resse<l, 
( )  then  let  us  drink  to  the  friends  we  love  best ; 
O  NOW  let  us  drink  to  the  friends  we  love  best ! 


Again  fill  a  bumper — when  woman's  the  theme ! 
Fill  high !  do  not  stint  her,  man's  Idessing  supreme: 
A\'hose  voice  in  soft  melody  comes  like  a  sigh 
( )('  tlie  babnv  south  wind,  when  the  summer  is  ni^h. 
Which  awakens  the  passion  of  love  in  his  breast; 
Xow,  now  let  us  drink  unto  her  we  love  best, 
()  now  let  us  di'iuk  unto  her  we  love  best ! 


The  earth  has  no  beauty,  nor  fragi'ance.  nor  flowers. 
If  it  drinks  not — and  deeply — of  sunshine  and 
showers ; 
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So    truth,    love,  and    friendship,   heart  blossoms 

divine, 
Grow   foirest    and   dearest   when   nourished  with 

wine. 
Shall  a<nan  let  them  wither  and  die  in  his  breast? 
Xo  !  drink,  brothers,  drink,  unto  all  we  love  best, 
()  drink,  brothers,  drink,  unto  all  we  love  best! 


THE  TIDE  WILL  TURK 

[IE  tide  rushed  rapidly  down  to  the 
^^^  sea, 


^\'lien  the  hurricane  swept  with 
wind  and  rain  ; 
Brave  men  on  the  shore  waited  pa- 
tiently 
For  a  lull — when  the  tide  would  flow  atrain  ; 
Xo  wonder  the  mariners  heart  should  yearn 
For  the  wind  to  cease  and  the  tide  to  turn 

The  tide  has  turned,  and  across  the  bav 
The  waves  came  rollinsj  in  crests  of  foam  . 

Out  in  the  offing  the  great  ship  lay, 

Awaiting  the  breeze  to  waft  her  home  ; 

How  pleasant  to  feel,  though  afer  we  roam. 

Some  lovino-  one  waits  with  a  '•  Welcome  home  !  " 
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The  tide  has  turned — the  iiicrehant  si<.'hs 

When  trrmVilesome  adverse  winds  liad  blown  ; 

Messages  sent,  but  no  replies, 

Ildw  small  a  return  for  so  much  sown  ! 

All  imperilled  that  life  has  earned, 

Thank  Heaven,  kind  Heaven,  the  tide  has  tumed. 

The  tide  has  turned,  the  lover  may  say, 
When  wearily  waitiuL'  the  faintest  sign 

To  give  him  some  hope  :   O.thc  darkest  day 
Is  illumined  by  rays  that  seem  divine. 

When  the  hand  of  li)ve  is  no  longer  spurned  : 

lie  blesses  his  fate,  for  the  tide  has  turned. 

And  so  through  every  ]>hase  of  life. 

Its  chance,  its  change,  its  light  and  shade  ! 

If  true  to  ourselves,  the  battle  and  strife 

But  strengthen  the  faith  that  hope  has  laid  ; 

How  sweet  is  the  lesson  of  life  thus  learned. 

When  we  see  and  feel  that  the  tide  has  turned. 

Though  manv  are  false,  oh  !  more  are  true  ; 

Have  faith  in  humanity,  come  what  may  ; 
There  ever  smiles  over  an  arch  of  Ijlue, 

Though    clouds  o'erspreading  make  dark  our 
day: 
Though  sorrow  may  soften,  or  anger  burn. 
Have  faith  in  the  future — the  tide  will  turn  ! 


1863. 
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THREE  MEETINGS. 


MET  her  first  beside  the  stream, 

AVhen  inusit'  filk-d  the  evening  breeze! 
"A  littiiiti  j)hice  to  muse  and  dream 
\        Of  life — beneath  aeacia  trees  ; 
And  pacintr  fondly  by  her  side, 
Was  one,  her  joy,  her  future  guide. 


jTo  meet,  salute — salute  and  part! — 
AVas  but  an  instant,  scarce  a  word 
Was  spoken  ;   yet  withhi  my  heixi't 

Was  touched  a  sympatli(^tic  chord 
That  time  to  friendship  must  mature — 
A  friendsliip  mutual  and  secure. 


When  next  we  met,  a  mother's  thought 
Through  every  movement  clearly  shone. 

Expanding  spheres  of  duty  brought 

Xew  povrers  to  light,  before  unknown  ; 

Her  well-developed  form  and  face 

Embodied  all  of  matron  grace. 
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So  calm,  confiding,  sweet  her  smile. 

AVe  cliiinncd  licneath  its  influence  lie  : 
Xo  curl  ot  scorn,  no  <rlancc  of  guile, 

AflTects  the  lip,  or  dims  the  eye. 
Evolving  from  a  sotd  sincere 
A  purifying  atmosphere. 

Again  we  met,  and  o'er  her  brow 
Was  cast  a  shade  of  wifely  care, 

A  moment  dim — it  pa-jscd — and  now 
The  cloinl  has  melted  into  air ; 

Thus  morning  dews  8Hn-kisse<l  ajipear, 

She  looked  the  lovelier  for  the  tear. 

Our  meetings,  partings,  joy  and  \>&\\\ 
Make  up  this  mingled  woof  of  life  ; 

We  part,  yet  hope  to  meet  again. 
And  hope  invigorates  for  strife  : 

Tlie  strife  o'ercomes,  and  love's  renewed 

By  deeds  of  kintlly  hrotherhood. 

1865. 


WALLISSELLEN. 

(nKAR     ZIRICH.) 

UT  !  o'er  the  hilLs  at  break  ol'  dav, 
^^'llell  nierrv  niaidswere  uiakiiitr  liav. 
And  siiij^int;- birds  made  glad  tliewav. 

As  I  drove  o'er  to  ^Valli^st■lil■ll. 
1  tlioujrlit  of  friends,  so  tiiie,  so  rare, 
Of  one  as  good  as  she  is  fair. 
And  wished  that  she  were  witli  nie  where 
The  streamlet  glides  to  Wallissellen. 

There  conntless  fingers  twist  and  twine 

The  fdmy  tibres  that  combine 

To  form  a  glistening  silken  line; — 

Of  wedded  life  a  happy  token. 
When  hearts  akin  by  natnre  led, 
The  path  of  life,  as  one,  to  treail : 
Poor  life  !  nnlike  a  silken  thread, 

Can  ne'er  be  knit  when  once  'tis  broken. 


Humbly  at  first  must  all  begin 
Their  aimless  threads  of  life  to  spin, 
Too  often  marred  by  gouts  of  sin  ! 

And  all  in  dust  appears  as  ended. 


284  WALLISSELLEN. 

All,  no  !  anjit'lic  fni.<.'ci-s  fine, 

Witli  wondrous  skill,  will  find  and  twine 

Eiich  niissinu  thread  and  all  ccnibino, 

Until  in  heaven  again  they're  blended. 

As  every  stream  on  earth  with  care 
Must  its  own  channel  tret,  and  tear 
Its  way  through  hardest  rocks,  and  bear 

Down  to  the  sea  its  earthy  leaven  ! 
So  man  throu;rh  life  encounters  still 
Each  t'(.nn  and  shade  of  earthly  ill, 
And  bears  them  in  his  soul  until 

Pure  life  to  liim  through  death  is  given. 

'Tis  wise  and  good  to  musing  sit 

And  note  the  varying  thoughts  that  flit 

Across  the  brain — such  here  arc  writ, — 

As  homewanl  bound  from  Wallissellen. 
All  without  order  or  design. 
Like  floating  flakes  in  ambient  wine, 
I  weave  these  random  thoughts  of  mine 

Memorially  of  Wallissellen. 

1S65. 


WRITTEN   FOR   THE  PICTURE    OP  THE   DUCHESS 

OP    ARGYLE    AND    HER    SON     THE 

MARQUIS  OP  LORNE. 


AUGUTER  of  SutlicrliuuUgentle  and 
beautiful, 
Wife  of  the  noble   and    gallant 
Argyle  ! 
Mother  of  many  hearts  happy  and 
dutiful, 
Hlessed  in  thy  presence  and  cheered  with  thv 
smile  I 
England  is  proud  of  thee, 
Scotland  speaks  loud  of  thee, 
Songs  in  thy  praise  on  the  breezes  are  borne. 
Sung  by  true-hearted  men. 
Wafted  o'er  hill  and  glen, 
"Health  to  Argyle  and  the  Mai-quis  of  Lome!" 


The  time  has  long  passed  since,  with  bonnet  and 
feather, 
Argj'le  with  his  clan  like  a  tempest  arose, 
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And  swept  from  his  mountains,  like  dew  from  the 
heather, 
Tlie  loLrioii>  tliat  ventured  liis  pmver  to  oppose  ! 
Till'  pibroch  nu  more  alarms  ; 
No  longer  calls  to  arms  ; 
Xations  that  battled  are  blended  as  one ; 
Peace  and  seon-ity, 
Love  in  its  pnrity, 
How  from  one  Sceptre  like  light  from  the  smi. 

* 

Yet,  times  may  arise  when  the  people  will  call  on 
The  boy  that  clings  fondly  and  dose  to  thy  side 
To  guard  them  from  peril — from  evils  that  fall  on 
A  nation  when  gold  is  its  idol  of  pride ; 
Train  him  up  kindly — 
Wisely,  not  blindly — 
Teach  him  the  duties  to  which  he  is  born: 
The  hope  of  the  Highlands 
The  pride  of  the  Lowlands, 
May  centre  on  Thee   and  tlie  Marcpiis  of 
Lome ! 

"  Keepsake;'  1856. 


XEIL  GOW'S  OAK.i 


A  VISION. 

HE  sun  had  set,  the  air  was  still, 

And  slowly  closed  the  day ; 
Xo  breezy  sound  came  from  the  hill, 

X(ir  murmur  from  the  Tay  : 
I  nmsing  gazed  upon  the  Oak, 
15eneath  whose  branches  high, 
Neil  Gow  from  sinmberinc  silence  woke 
'Die  soul  of  melodv. 

Peep  darkness  like  a  curtain  came, 
I  closed  my  weary  eyes  ; 


'  The  oak  pointed  out  to  tourists,  as  that  under 
which  Neil  Gow  was  wont  to  sit  and  compose  some  of 
those  wondrous  melodies  which  have  imniortahzed  the 
songs  of  Scotland.  Tradition  states  that  Burns  and 
Neil  Gow  met  at  Dunkeld.  But  be  that  as  it  may.  it 
is  indisputable  that  the  spirits  of  the  two  men  are  for 
ever  blended  together  by  the  words  of  the  one  and  the 
music  of  the  other. 

On  the  Atliole  side  of  the  river  is  a  shaded  seat  where 
the  Duke  of  Athole  is  said  to  have  sat  unseen,  and 
listened  to  the  music,  without  disturbing  the  populai" 
performer  on  tlie  violin. 


288  yEIL   GOWS  OAK. 

Ai'ound  the  tree  shone  sjjarks  of  flame, 

Like  stars  in  wintry  skies. 
Each  acorn  cup  appeared  a  lamp, 

Eacli  bouj,'h  a  harp  was  made 
With  "jossamer  string's  ;  and  over  all 

\W\\X,  Neil's  immortal  shade. 

A  breeze  crept  up  from  Murthly  woods, 

And  swept  the  airy  strings, 
Till  music  swelled,  like  mountain  floods. 

From  all  their  secret  springs  ; 
And  while  the  cadence  ebbed  and  flowed. 

Clouds  sympathizing  wept, 
The  trees  their  topmost  branches  swayed. 

Anil  laullless  measure  kept. 

Soon  through  the  hazy  southern  gloom, 

With  halo  round  his  head, 
The  shades  of  Burns  approached — to  whom 

The  minstrel  homage  paid. 
The  poet,  musing,  caught  the  strains. 

Ami  gave  to  sound  sublime 
The  immortality  of  words, 

To  charm  through  endless  time. 

T  heard  the  stately  solemn  air 

That  tires  the  patriot's  st)ul, 
.\nd  that  which  lifts  from  deep  despair, 

And  crowns  the  social  bowl. 
I  saw  the  secret  whisper  Ijreathed, 

I  heard  fond  passion's  vows, 
And  then  a  spray  descending  wreathed 

The  bard  and  minstrel's  brows. 
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I  know  not  when  the  music  ceased  ; 

I  woke,  but  all  was  still, 
The  golden  jrlorv  of  the  east 

Was  gilding  Birnani  hill. 
The  Duke  of  Atholl  I  invoke, 

As  he  would  honoured  be, 
To  ffuard  with  care  that  sacred  oak — 

Great  Neil's  immortal  tree. 


(F'^:^^^©* 
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WATCHING  AND   WAITING. 

OK  a  weary  year  and  a  day,  yestreen. 
Has    Konakl,   my    Ronald,   a  rover 

been ; 
And  to-day — to-day  he  promised  to 
come 

And  visit  my  lovable  mountain  home  ; 
^         The  day  has  faded — the  stars  appear, 
Yet  Ronald,  my  Ronald,  is  nowhere  near ! 

The  moonbeams  whitened  her  brow  so  fair, 
And  rippled  with  light  her  nut-brown  hair ; 
Twin  stars  looked  down  from  azidine  skies 
And  mirrored  themselves  in  her  hazel  eyes  ; 
As  she  strove  with  her  palms  on  her  heaving  breast 
To  steady  her  heart  in  its  great  unrest  I 

She  looked  from  her  lattice,  looked  outonthenighl, 
And  looked  on  the  silvery  lake  so  bright, — 

u 
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Then  far  away  im  its  wavy  tide, 
As  she  fajrerly  peered  wii>  a  sail  descried, 
AMiiih  nearer  and  clearer  approached  the  strand 
Where  white  waves  flashed  on  the  shining  sand ! 

Nearer  and  nearer  it  dashed,  then  lay 
Like  a  fair  white  swan  in  tlie  sheltered  bay  : 
And  Ronahl  leaped  out,  with  a  bound  so  free — 
With  bonnet  and  plume ! — Oh,  glad  was  she 
As  he  sprung  to  her  side  and  clasped  to  his  heart 
Ilis  Helen — ''  Dear  Helen,  no  more  we  part." 
186.5. 


TO   MARY— MAIDEN. 

AIDKX  Mary,  while  I  write, 
Maiden  art  thou,  blu^hiIlg  bright 
As  rosy  dawn,  and  pure  as  light ! 

From  orchards  clouds  of  incense 
rise — 
Frf)m  opening  flowers,  whose  liquid  eyes 
Look  lovingly  on  friendly  skies. 

^Insic  and  odours  fill  thy  room. 

From  birds  that  sing  and  violet-s'  bloom, 

And  steep  thy  senses  in  perf\ime : 

Above — below — yea,  every  sod 

Of  teeming  earth. — the  worm's  damp  clod, — 

Pulse  conscious  of  a  present  God. 
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Love's  buddiiiju'  sprint,'  liatli  o'er  thee  past, 
Summer  blossoms  rare  tlioii  hast, 
Harvest  hopes  will  gather  fast. 

Life  to  thee  hath  been  a  dream 
Of  (Tear  dehgiits — adown  its  stream 
Thou'st  floated  fidl  of  joy  supreme, 

Adown  life's  current  calm  and  clear, 
Widening,  deejiening  year  by  vear, 
Now  thou'rt  safely  auclu.red  here. 

Hopeful,  trustful  on  the  shore 
Of  life's  va.st  ocean  ;    evermore 
Hearing  the  surging  bilhiws  njar. 

Where  treacherous  wheels  the  eddying  wave, 
Whicli  gulfs  alike  the  vain,  the  brave^ 
Pleasure's  votary,  passion's  slave. 

But  fear  not,  Mary:    trust  thy  guide, 
Trust  the  stout  arm  by  thy  side 
To  stem  for  thee  life's  fiercest  tide. 


TO  MARY— WIFE. 


AIUEN   Marv  now  hath  flown, 
^Maidenhootl  to  wifehood's  given  ; 
Matron  !Mary  comes  anon. 


Launched  on  wedlock's  rocky  sea, 
Duties  new  will  come  to  thee  ; 
Let  clear-eyed  faith  thy  pole-star  be. 

Though  ills  may  fall,  and  densely  shroud 
Thy  fairest  hopes ;   with  faith  endowed, 
Love  beams  the  brighter  for  the  cloud  ; 

While  earnest  truth  controls  thy  barque, 
'Twill  safely  glide — love's  favoured  ark — 
To  shore  of  light,  through  tempests  dark. 

Remember,  though  awhile  we  tread 
The  dusty  garden  of  the  dead, 
Eternal  love  shines  overhead. 

What  though  a  speck  be  in  the  leaf. 
Yield  not  thy  soul  to  unbelief; 
Love's  doubting  is  the  grief  of  grief ! 
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No  work  is  pei'fect :  every  flaw 

That  dims  thy  gem  should  tend  to  tb-aw 

Thy  heart  up  to  the  higlicr  hiw. 

m 

Trust  on !  Where  faith  is  at  the  root 
True  love  will  blossom,  branch,  and  shoot ; 
Guard  well  the  flower ;  enjoy  the  fruit ! 

God  bless  thee  in  thy  new  estate! 

May  yoimg  afi*ecti()ns  ever  wait 

On  thee,  and  thy  heart's  chosen  mate  ! 


/ 


THE  FISHER-BOY'S  VISION. 

SUGGESTED  BY  LOUGH's  CHARMING  MARBLE  FIGURE. 

HE   fisher-boy   rose  in  the  morning 
grey, 
And  let  out  his  net  in  the  calm, 
cool  sea ; 
He  fished  and  he  fished  through  the 
livelong  day, 
But  never  a  fish  in  sooth  caught  he. 
He  fished  when  the  sun  rose  over  the  main, 

Shooting  arrowy  glances  along  the  sea  ; 
He  patiently  fished  till  it  set  again, 
Yet  never  a  fish  in  his  net  caught  he. 

As  musing  he  sat  in  his  gliding  boat, 

And  silently  looked  on  the  glistening  wave, 

He  caught  the  bold  spu-it  of  daring  thought. 
The  bravest  companion  a  man  can  have. 
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A  legion  of  happiest  fancies  met 

To  gladden  the  fisher-boy  far  at  sea; 

When  sudden  a  quivering  stirred  his  net — 
'•  I  have  caught  her  at  last,  in  sooth,"  thought 
he. 

With  throbbing  of  heart,  and  lips  apart, 

He  slowly  lifted  his  net ;  and  there, 
In  meshes  of  twine,  lay  a  form  divine, 

A  beautiful  being  with  golden  hair  ! 
The  spirit-fed  boy  s])rang  up  with  joy. 

And  clasped  to  his  bosom — the  vacant  air ! 
The  vision  had  flown,  and  he  gazed  alone — 

Alone  on  the  moonlight  streaming  there. 

1869. 


MY  LADY  LOVE. 

I  IE  i-oses  fVom  tlie  dewy  briar  were 
scattered  one  by  one, 
The  falling  leaves  came  rustling 

from  the  high  beech  tree, 

f  _  As    by   the    sleepy   stream  I  wan- 

dered weary  and  alone, 
And  thought  upon  my  lady-love  beyond  the 
sea. 
I  thought  of  happy  sununer  time  when   leaves 
were  young  and  green, 
Of  balmy  blissful  evenings  and  the  trysting- 
tree, 
^Vhere  a  pressure  of  the  palm  and  a  smile  of  love 
serene, 
And  a  dainty  cherry  lip  gave  a  heart  to  me. 

The  young  trees,  then  so  beautiful,  are  leafless, 
thin,  and  old ; 
The   merry  music   of  the  Avoods  has   now   a 
wailing  tone  : 
The  stream  that  glistened  in  the  sun  looks  com- 
foi'tless  and  cold, 
Oh,  everything  is  altered  since  my  lady-love  is 
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I  listen  for  a  laughing  voice  that  never  greets  my 
ear, 
And  for  a  lovely  form  I  look  that  will  not  couu- 
to  mo  ; 
Nor  music,    nor  society,   my  trrjubled  soul  can 
cheer, 
They  but  swell  the  tide  of  sorrow  in  my  heart's 
deep  sea. 

That  rivers  wlun  they  mingle,  and  their  streams 
are  lost  in  one, 
Should  symbolize  our   future,  was  our  dream 
of  life ;  ojir  pride  ! 
But  the  current  of  our  destiny  divcrgingly  must 
run. 
Resembling    in    its    waywardness    the    rivers 
Tweed  an<l  Clvde. 
One  mountain    range  gives  life  to  both,  yet  East 
and  West  they  run. 
So  East  and  "West,  for  ever  more,  divided  we 
must  be. 
And  yet  'tis  sweet  to  meditate,  and  know   the 
joyous  sun. 
Has  cheered  my  darling's  heart  before  it  comes 
to  gladden  me. 

Oh,  I  will  ever  love  the  sun,  by  morning,  noon, 
and  night. 
At  morning,  as  a  messenger  her  love  he  seems 
to  bear ; 
At  noon,  because  he  perfecteth  all  being  with  his 
light; 
And  at  night  because  he  carries  her  mv  blessing 
and  my  ])rayer. 


MY  LADY  LOVE. 
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Lonjr  as  the  sun  shall,  shininjr,  Mi^^s  and  wealth  to 
mortals  l)rin<x, 
My  dotinjj  heart  in  faithfulness  shall,  sunlikc, 
constant  be ; 
And  while  it  beats,  in  harmony  my  muse  shall  try 
to  sing 
The  praises  of  my   lady-love  far,  far  beyond 
the  sea. 

1855. 


THE   TIME   TO   .ALVRRY. 


HPi  would-be  wise  this  counsel  give, — 

'•  Let  love's  fond  passion  cool ! 
The  man  who  early  weds  will  live 

To  think  himself  a  fool. 
The  galling  chain  that  frets  his  limb 
Wears  deeper  day  by  day, 
Experience  little  teaches  him 

Who  gives  the  heart  its  way. 
He  wisely  weds  who  weddeth  late 
A  thrifty,  uuimpassioned  mate." 


When  wrinkled  oaks  shall  twininc  clius 

With  tendrils  like  the  vine  : 
When  ravens  like  the  linnet  sins 

With  melody  divine  ; 
When  honey  drops  from  withered  leaves, 

And  not  from  summer  flowers  ; 
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When  winter  brings  us  golden  sheaves, 

And  snow-drift  sunny  hours  ; 
"Wlien  truth  abused  makes  falsehood  right, 
Go  withering  wed  and  tind  delight. 

The  trembhng  notes  young  birds  awake 

Rise  sweetly  into  tune. 
As  April  buds  expanding  make 

The  flowery  wreath  of  June  ; 
So  love  begini  in  life's  young  day 

Matures  with  manliood's  prime, 
Defies  the  canker  of  decay, 

And  stronger  grows  with  time ; 
O  early  quaff  love's  nuptial  wine, 
And  all  that's  best  in  life  is  thine. 


HOME  LOVE. 

WIIiL  not  wander  from  the  vale 

Across  the  heath  so  drear ; 
A  charm  abides  within  the  vale, 

And  makes  me  linger  here. 
'Tis  not  because  the  blackbirds  fling 
f        Their  love  from  tree  to  tree  : 

No,  no  !  more  sweet  than  birds  can  sing 
Is  my  wife's  song  to  me  ! 

I  will  not  wander  from  the  \'ale, 
Kor  cross  the  licath  so  drear  ; 
Love's  sweet  enchantment  fills  the  vale. 
In  love  I'll  linger  here  ! 

Blest  vale,  Avhere  in  her  cosy  bower 

Sits  nestling  like  a  dove 
]\Iy  gentle  mate  ;  whose  words  create 

An  atmosphere  of  love ! 
An  atmosphere  of  holy  love, 

Where  sense  and  goodness  dwell ; 
True  love  doth  everything  but  love 
Instinctively  repel. 

I  will  not  Avander  from  the  vale, 
Nor  cross  the  heath  so  di-ear  ; 
Love's  sweet  enchantment  fills  the  vale, 
So  I  will  linger  here. 
1848. 


TO  WHO^r  WE  BOW. 


■^i  V.  will  not  bow  to  pomp  or  power, 
Tlioufih  crowned  and  seated 
hijrli ; 
If  truth  lie  trodden  under  foot, 
Such  power  we  will  defy  ! 
But.  oh.  if  justice,  firm  and  mild, 

Witii  mercy  tempered  l)c, 
We'll  curb  the  psission  ruiming  wild, 
Ami  willing  bend  the  knee. 


To  hoarded  wealth  we  will  not  bow, 

Nor  to  its  pampered  bird  ; 
Thouirh  dainties  rare  and  perfumed  air 

Make  magical  his  board. 
But  if  his  store  he'll  freely  poiir, 

To  lessen  misery. 
With  loud  acclaim,  we  hail  the  name, 

And  willing  bend  the  knee  ! 

The  blooming  thoni,  the  waving  com, 
With  ripened  glory  sjiread. 

In  grateful  guise  to  dewy  skies 
And  sunshine  bend  the  head  ; 


I 
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The  lesson  taught,  with  wisdom  fi-aught, 

Shall  unforgotten  be  ; 
With  reverent  brow  to  truth  we  bow, 


And  grateful  bend  the  knee. 


1853. 


W 


^^C^:^, 


PITY   ME! 

ITY  uie,  pity  me,  ladies  beautifid, 
Lite  is  a  wearisome  loatl,  I  ti'ow, 
Pity  me,  pity  me,  young  ones  dutiful, 
SorroM'  will  fiurow  the  fairest  brow. 
Out  of  the  earth  spring  trees  of  beauty, 
Out  of  the  tree  come  blossom  and  seed, 
( )ut  of  the  heart  rise  thoughts  of  duty, 

Ripening  into  word  and  deed  ; 
Out  of  the  purest,  noblest  natm-es, 
Weakling  branches  often  spring. 
All  at. the  best  are  dependent  creatures, 
Misery  waileth  while  I  sing. 

Pity  me,  pity  me,  ladies  beautiful, 

Life  is  a  wearisome  load,  I  trow ; 
Pity  me,  pity  me,  young  ones  dutiful. 
Sorrow  will  wrinkle  the  smoothest  brow. 

Pity  me,  pity  me,  ladies  beautiful, 

Flowei's  will  wither,  though  fair  they  seem ; 
Pity  me,  pity  me,  loving  and  dutiful. 

Life  is  not  always  a  golden  dream. 


303 


PITY  ME.' 


Wlicii  I  was  yuuiit:,  upon  me  tended 

All  that  was  loving,  and  true,  and  kind  ; 
liy  the  worthy  and  wise  befriended. 

Nothing  I  nee<led  I  eould  not  find. 
He  whose  duty  Imd  heen  to  eherish, 

False  and  feloninu^  jiroved  one  day  ; 
A  .lesolatc  wintry  leaf,  I  perish, 

Oh,  i*ave  mc  from  being  a  eastaway  ! 
Pity  me,  ]>ity  me.  ladies  dutiful, 

Flowers  will  wither,  though  fair  they 
seem  ; 
Pity  me,  pity  me,  ladies  dutiful. 

Oh  that  my  life  had  been  all  a  dream  ! 

1858. 


MUSINGS  IN  MAY,  1875. 

A    SKKTCU    FROM    NATCRE. 

EHIND  the  liiUs  the  sun  had  set. 
The  <.'rev  clouds  and  the  rosy  met — 
Kmbrmcd — tlieir  ruiliance  lingers  yet. 

Fond  wooers  linirered  in  the  glade, 
As  o'er  them  fell  the  evening  shade : 
Saluted — happy  youth  and  maid  ! 

Then  followed  whispers  soft  and  low, 
Confidings  sweet,  an  overflow 
Of  tenderness,  so  dear  to  know. 

Across  the  ])lain  from  far  away, 
Came  music  from  a  band  at  play — 
A  solemn  requiem  for  the  day ; 

Commingling  came  the  singing  breeze, 
That  harped  among  the  chestnut  trees. 
Like  murmurs  from  a  hive  of  bees. 

Then  all  was  still.     The  stars  awoke 

And  glimmered  through  the  branching  oak  ; 

In  fancy  to  myself  I  spoke  : 
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Would  striving  men  a  lesson  learn 
FVoni  Nature,  soon  would  tliey  discern 
How  iioor  tlie  prize  for  wliirli  they  yearn  : 

Oh  what  ambition,  wealth,  and  power, 
For  whicli  they  peace  anil  health  devour, 
Compared  with  this  serenest  hour  ! 


T 


The  calm,  o'crwhclmintr,  filled  my  brain, 
When  screamed  the  fast  appn.achhig  train 
To  whirl  me  back  to  town  again  ! 

And  ever  since,  when  troubles  kill 
My  slumber,  soon  my  heart  I  still, 
When  I  recall  that  lonely  hill ; 

That  broomy  hill  on  which  I  stood. 
In  pensive,  calm,  reHective  mood, 
^^^lich  brought  my  soul  a  world  of  good. 

I  meditate  with  joy  intense. 

Subdue  each  throbbing  fevered  sense, 

Antl  calmly  wait  my  summons  hence  ! 

1875. 


BESSIE  HAS  COME. 


HAT  shall  we  say 
Of  the  light  of  day  ? 


How  shall  we  sing  of  the  star^ 


of  night  ? 
What  of  the  face 
Whose  beauty  and  grace 

So  plea.santly  shines,  and  makes  blackness 


bright  ? 


The  snow  may  fall, 
And  spread  like  a  pall 

»  Of  virgin  white  on  the  gay  green  earth; 
Dense  fogs  may  loom 
And  make  dark  onr  room, 

Within  it  are  voicings  of  jov  and  mirth. 

From  beautiful  France, 
Where  sun  rays  glance, 

A  stray  beam  comes  to  our  whitry  home, 
To  lessen  the  chill 
Of  our  hearts,  and  fill 

Them  with  laughter  and  loringness — Bessie 
has  come. 
1875. 


THE  TRANCE. 

DESCRIBED  AS  SEEN. 

II K  fury  furnace  ceased  to  glow, 
'J'heltrcatliing  bellows  ceased  to  blow, 
Tlie  clanging  hammers  ceased  to  ring, 
We  now  could  hear  the  skylark  sing  ! 
Instead  of  smoke  wreaths  curlinghigh, 
Were  fleecy  clouds — an  azure  sky, 
O'er  woody  hills  and  grassy  plains 
Serene,  the  Sabbath  stillness  reigns. 

By  gentle  slopes  and  forest  trees 
Came  trooping  down,  in  twos  and  threes. 
Young  maidens  linking  arm  in  ann, 
Through  shady  lanes,  by  field  and  farm, 
To  where  the  humble  chapel  spread 
Its  table  with  memorial  bread, 
Where  joyfully  their  voice  they  raise, 
In  words  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

The  preacher  spoke  with  wondrous  skill. 
Till  tender  tears  all  eyelids  fill ; 
^Vhen  with  the  benediction  given. 
Each  longing  soul  felt  nearer  heaven. 
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Tlie  music  bushed — the  service  o'er, 
And  ull  had  jjonc  save  three  or  four, 
Whilst  one,  so  lovin^r  jviul  bek)ved. 
Still  sat  uumoving  and  unmoved. 

A  minute  since  she  led  the  hymn, 
To  which  the  ciioirinor  seraphim 
Entranced  miglit  listen,  filled  with  love. 
To  bear  the  cadence  sweet  above  : 
A  moment  since  her  eyes  were  bri>jht. 
And  now  they  shrouded  are  as  niwht. 
Her  lips  are  closed,  her  tongue  is  tied, 
Her  hands  fall  feebly  by  her  side. 

.  "  Oh  misery  ! "     *'  Not  so,  not  so," 
A  gentle  voice  spake  soft  and  low, 
"  We  know  the  cause,  we  also  know 
'TLs  but  a  trance  that  soon  will  go." 
The  paling  lips,  the  cheeks,  the  brow, 
AVere  bathed  with  water  cool,  and  now 
Her  colour  came  ;  with  soiuiding  sighs 
She  opened  wide  her  wondering  eyes. 

"  Where  am  I  ?   Oh,  where  have  I  been  ? 
Such  somids  I've  heard,  such  sights  I've  seen  ! 
AVliere  ami  ?  Oh,  where  am  I  ?  Speak  ! 
Quick,  (|uick,  or  else  my  heart  will  break. 
Oh  now  I  know  !  It  was  the  hymn 
That  called  me  to  my  Saviour  !  Ilim 
I've  seen,  and  would  with  Him  remain, 
Why  did  you  bring  me  back  a^^ain  ?" 

"  Have  patience,  dearest — oh,  be  still, 
"  Be  calm !"  "  'Tis  hard,  but  oh  I  will ! 
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Again  I  hear  my  Saviour  s  call ! 
I  come  !   I  come  !  my  life,  my  all. 
Oh  Jesus,  Saviour,  Thou  art  mine ! 
Oh  answer,  Jesus,  am  I  Thine  ?" 
Once  more  arose  the  Avild  refrain, 
"  Why  did  you  bring  me  back  again  ?  " 

Soon  peaceful  as  a  child  at  rest, 

She  sat,  her  palms  crossed  on  her  breast, 

A  brief  space  more,  and  then  her  eyes 

"Were  opened  with  a  meek  surprise. 

"  My  children  !  Oh,  my  husband  ! — Come, 

Now  I  am  happy  ! — Take  me  home. 

I've  been  in  heaven — I  saw  it  plain, 

I'm  glad  you  called  me  back  again." 

Li  painless  weakness  long  she  lay, 
Illusions  led  her  mind  astray. 
But  strength  returned,  and  when  at  last 
She  woke  to  reason,  all  the  past 
Was  as  a  dream,  that  leaves  behind 
The  vaguest  impress  on  the  mind  ; 
Serenely  now  to  health  restored. 
She  lives  to  thank  and  praise  her  Lord. 

1875. 


GARPEL  GLEN— A  MEMOEY/ 

EMEMBER  ?     How  weU  I  remem- 
ber the  day, 
When  cousinly  kmdliness  pointed  the 

way 
To  lonely  Glen  Garpel,  whose  stream 
is  a  theme 
For  manhood  to  muse  on,  and  maidens  to  dream  ; 
Where  nature  and  art  are  so  blended  In  one. 
That  'tis  hard  to  discover  where  art  has  begun. 

The  trees  of  the  forest — the  white  blooming  thorn, 
These  green  in  their  leafage — that  sweet  in  the 
morn — 


'  These  few  lines  were  sketched  from  memory  after 
visiting  the  Glen.  They  very  faintly  express  the  in- 
tense pleasure  I  felt  on  the  occasion.  The  day  was 
charming,  and  as  the  mist  rolled  away,  the  upper  part 
of  the  Glen  unfolded  its  exquisite  loveliness.  But  its 
great  natural  curiosity  is  the  alum  rock,  which,  although 
a  piece  of  it  wlien  placed  in  the  mouth  yields  no  taste, 
still,  when  water  is  dashed  on  its  face,  and  gathered  as 
it  trickles  down  the  cliannels  on  its  cheek,  it  contains 
a  strong  solution  of  alum. 
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The    trout    in    the  streamlet — the  foam   on  the 

j)ool — 
The  cloven  rock  rising  so  shady  and  cool  : 
Had  all  j>assed  unheeded,  unnoted  hy  me, 
But  for  one  whose  love  led  me  tlicir  beauties  to  see. 

On  the  soft  mossy  mound  for  a  while  we  reposed. 
Whilst  nature  her  beauties  but  dimly  disclosed  ; 
The  hrnckeii-hid  fountain,  so  rlose  to  the  waste, — 
So  small  to  the  vision,  so  sweet  to  the  taste  ; 
Its  tiny  drojis  trickling,  delijihtfid  to  sip, 
Seemed  only  to  waken  new  thirst  on  the  lip. 

There's  a  tongue  in  the  sunbeam,  a  voice  in  the 

breeze, 
Wliilst  tremulous  whispers  creep  under  the  trees. 
With  thrillitigs  of  rapture  like  stingings  of  pain, 
Or  passionate  longings  for  cool  falling  rain — 
There,  tuned  to  the  notes   of  the  sweet-cooing 

dove. 
Walk,  hand  in  hand,  wooers  who  whisper  their 

love. 

Ascending — de.scending  the  rustic-built  stair. 
We  gathered  lush  strawberries,  rosy  and  rare, 
Whilst  earth-blossoms,  bruised  by  our  feet  on  the 

sod. 
Raised  odours  appealing  for  care  how  we  trod  ! 
So  tender  hearts  crushed  may  a  s])irit  reveal 
As  touching  as  blossoms  when  bruised  by  the  heel. 

I  watched  the   "  wee  burnie,"  its  windings  and 

falls. 
Its  cuiTings  fantastic  round  steep  rocky  walls — 
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Now  hid  for  a  iiioiuont — einer<Miijj  aaain 

o      o      o 

It  glanringly  danced  to  the  stream  in  the  plain. 
Ah  me  !     Now  environed  by  millions  of  men, 
I  long  to  revisit  Glen  Garpel  again  ! 

3/fly,l873. 
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THE  EAST. 

IlK  East,    the   East,    the    beautiful 
East ! 
Whence  issued  all  life  in  the  light 
of  day ; 

Where  starlit  skies 
Led  on  the  Wise 
To  worship  the  God  as  He  cradled  lay  ! 

The  East,  the  East,  the  bountiful  East ! 

Where  liberty,  learning,  and  art  arose  ; 
Where  honour  and  faith 
Wrought  havoc  and  scaith, 

And  a  handful  triumphed  o'er  countless  foes. 

The  East,  the  East,  the  intolerant  East ! 

Where  men  like  chattels  were  bought  and  sold. 
Where  ii-ou  and  stone 
Ground  muscle  and  bone. 
Condemned  of  Heaven  for  thirst  of  o-old  ! 
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The  East,  the  East,  the  blasphemous  East ! 

Whence   honour,  and   virtue,   and  truth    are 
driven ; 

Wlicre  frenzied  hordes, 
With  profaning:  words. 
Bestow  on  a  tyrant  the  dues  of  Heaven. 

The  East,  the  East,  the  detestable  East ! 
Corrupt  and  polluted  with  vilest  sin; 

In  city  and  glen, 

'Mongst  women  and  men, 
The  rottenest  hearts  have  the  smoothest  skin. 


The  East,  the  East,  the  degenerate  East ! 
Barbarians  revel  wliere  angels  dwelt, 
Thev  quake  with  fear. 
For  tlieir  end  is  near, 
And  their  glory,  like  snow  iu  the  sun,  will 
melt. 


The  East,  the  East,  the  afflicted  East! 
Where  dauntless  masses  destroying  meet ; 
The  gallantest  forms 
Are  laid  with  worms. 
And  the  drifted  snow  is  their  winding-sheet. 

The  East,  the  East,  the  distracted  East ! 
Where  kindred  peoples  are  armed  as  foes  ! 

The  crystalline  flood 

Runs  red  with  blood. 
And  curses  are  falling  where  blessiugs  arose. 
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The  East,  the  East,  there  is  hope  for  the  East ! 
The  Tyrant*  is  struck  in  liis  gilded  room ; 
Gaunt  figures  arise, 
^  With  flaming  eyes. 
And  beckon  the  despot  to  meet  his  doom. 

The  East,  the  East,  the  uplifted  East ! 
With  millions  rejoicing  in  fruitful  vales ; 
The  troubles  arc  stilled, 
And  the  earth  is  filled 
With  the  hum  of  a  people  where  peace  prevails. 

'  These  verses  were  written  during  the  Crimean 
War,  and  printed  fourteen  days  before  the  reported 
jdeath  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas. 


THE  DIGNITY  OF  L.VEOUR. 

A    SOKG     Fi>R    THE     NEWLY  -  ENFRANCHISED. 

DEDICATED  TO  WORKERS,   BY  A 

WORKER. 

Lli  yc  who  would  enfranchised  be, 
J^        Let  passion  yield  to  reason  ; 
The  worker,  wortliy  to  be  free, 

Abliorreth  blood  and  treason. 
Remembering  who  and  what  we  arc. 
The  iilorious  time  before  ns, 
Preferring  peace  to  thirsty  war, 
Your  voices  raise  in  chorus — 

The  time  has  come  for  man  to  love 

All  people  as  his  neighbour ; 
The  time  has  come  for  us  to  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 

Five  hundred  years  of  toil  and  strife, 
With  hearts  and  souls  undaimted. 

We've  fought  for  Liberty  ;  and  now 
Secured  the  rights  we  wanted. 

The  truly  noble — wise  and  good, 
Shall  yet  rejoice  to  see,  men. 
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How  little  we've  been  understood, 
IIow  jijreat  we  are  as  free-men. 

The  time  has  come  for  man  to  love 
The  nations  as  liis  neighbour  ; 
*    The  time  has  come  for  us  to  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 

We  make  the  swamp  a  fruitful  field. 

The  desert  wild  a  garden, — 
To  kindly  words  our  feelings  yield. 

Distrust  our  spirits  harden. 
By  head  and  hand  rule  sea  and  land 

With  power  condensed  and  fervent, — 
The  flood  and  flame  we  boldly  tame. 
And  lightning  make  our  servant. 

The  time  has  come  for  man  to  love 

All  nations  as  his  neighbour  ; 
The  time  has  come  for  us  to  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 

"We  feel,  and  can  control  our  strength. 

And  will,  witli  faith  unswerving. 
Protect  our  own,  yet  yield  to  all 

Tlie  rights  they  are  deserving — 
The  right  to  think,  the  right  to  work 
With  whom  and  how  he  pleases  : 
The  law  that  fetters  tliought  and  skill 
The  honest  spirit  teases. 

The  time  has  come  for  man  to  love 

All  nations  as  liis  neighbour  ; 
The  time  has  come  for  us  to  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 

We  well  can  judge  'twixt  sound  and  sense, 
The  true  from  false  distinguish, 
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Reject  mere  brawling  elo(juence, 

And  self-eoneeit  extinguisli  ; 
But  self-rcspeet — tlie  word  direct, 

Tlie  nuMiest,  manly  bearing — 
Is  prized  as  giving  truth  a  grace, 
And  worth  a  noble  daring. 

The  time  has  eome  for  man  to  love 

All  nations  as  his  neighbour; 
The  time  Iuls  come  tor  ns  to  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 

The  men  we  choose  will  ne'er  abuse 

The  privilege  we  lend  them, 
Hut  face  the  storm,  and  well  perform 
The  work  to  whirh  we  send  them  ; 
To  right  the  wrong — in  right  be  strong, 

Despising  grosser  leaven  ; 
To  scorn  the  liribe,  in  truth  abide, 
Anil  leave  the  rest  to  Heaven. 

Too  long,  too  long  we've  subject  been 
To  j)ower — and  ]ielf,  its  neighbour: 
The  time  haa  eome  for  ns  to  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 

Elected  !  Plead  our  holy  cause 

In  each  distmct  relation, 
Yet  gently  touch  those  ancient  laws, 

The  bulwarks  of  the  nation  ; 
Maintain  supreme  the  Parliament, 

Oppressive  wrongs  redress,  men  ; 
Remember  what  you  represent, 
And  God  your  efforts  bless,  men. 

The  time  has  come  for  man  to  love 

All  people  as  his  neighboin- : 
The  time  has  come,  and  we  will  prove 
The  dignity  of  labour. 


POLISH   EXILE'S   DREAM. 


IIILST  1,  a  homeless  exile,  slept 

In  far  Siberia's  frigid  clime, 
I  iiad  a  dream,  a  glorious  dream. 
That  may  be  true  in  future 
time. 


Metbought  I  heard  a  muraniring  hum 

Of  voices,  like  the  distant  sea ; 
And  then  ten  thousand  tongues,  as  one. 

Proclaimed,  "  Redkmption  !  Poland's  Free!  '" 

il  listened  ;   loud,  and  louder  still. 

The  strain  fell  on  my  greedy  ear : 
'*  Arise,  brave  men,  your  homes  are  free ! 
Your  homes  to  love  and  honour  dear  ! " 

The  despot  stood  within  our  power  : 
With  stem  rebuke  we  bade  him  go 

And  think  upon  his  ruthless  deeds 
As  punishment ! — an  endless  woe  ! 

I  saw  the  bauble  crown  cast  down, 

I  saw  the  jewelled  sceptre  broke, 
Our  chains  fall  off! — then  with  a  gush 

Of  holiest  feeling,  I  awoke  ! 
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Oh  sml  reverse  !    My  limbs  were  chained 
Witliin  a  gloomy  <lun<:eon  drear ; 

I  raised  my  voice — 'twas  all  in  vain, 
No  sympathizing  so\il  was  near  ! 

Mv  dizzy  brain  was  all  in  flame, 

My  blood  rushed  through  it  like  a  stream 
Of  li(j[nid  fire.    Kind  Heaven  decree 

That  this  may  not  be  all  a  dream. 

I  pray,  that  yet  before  I  die, 

Our  land's  deliverance  I  may  see  ; 

And  hail  with  all  a  jiutriot's  soul 
The  heaven-born  star  of  liberty  ! 

1836. 
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SHE  CAME  AMONG  US. 


HE  came  among  us  full  of  life, 
^-,        Whoever  saw  her  blest  her; 
Nor  joyous  maid  nor  happy  wife 

But  loved  her  as  a  sister. 
A  riuginj,'  nuisic  swelled  her  voice, 
So  full  of  light  and  laughter  ; 
Remembrance  made  the  heart  rejoice 
In  rapture  ever  after. 


Xo  special  lustre  filled  the  eye, 

Or  spread  her  cheek  with  blossom ; 
But  goodness  freighted  every  si^h 

That  heaved  her  gentle  bosom. 
When  she  was  near,  we  never  thought 

How  much  of  love  we  owed  her  ; 
Xow  she  is  gone,  remorse  is  wrought 

So  little  love  we  showed  her. 


The  genial  mirth  that  cheered  our  hearth, 
To  which  we  loved  to  hearken. 

Is  gone,  and  where  its  presence  shone 
Deep  falling  shadows  darken  ! 
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O'er  every  brow  a  gloom  is  spread, 

Oil  every  heart  a  sadness, 
Bri^'ht  memories  filling  heart  and  head, 

More  distant  keep  our  gladness  ! 

As  light  when  lost  is  ])rizod  tlu'  most, 

Speed  night  and  welcome  morrow ; 
Our  message  wing,  and  quickly  bring 

Iler  back  to  banish  sorrow  ! 
Why  she's  so  dear,  when  she  is  near. 

Perchance  we  may  discover  ; 
Wortls  may  express  her  lovingncss, 

But  not  how  much  we  love  her, 

1852. 


I  CANNA  BE  FASHED.' 

CAXNA  be  fashed ! "  was  the  sullen  reply 

Of  my  mother,  one  day.     How  deep  was 

the  sigh 

^  Of  my  latlier,  meek  man ! — nac  word  did 

lie  s])eak 

As  ho  turned,  and  a  tear  trembled  over  his  cheek  ; 

'Twas  the  bane  of  my  life ;    I   had  better  been 

thrashed 
Than  have  heard  the  sharp  answer — "  I  canna  be 
fashed." 

It  twisted  my  temper — it  hardened  my  will — 
The  good  I  attempted  would  ever  come  ill ; 
A  plague  to  all  households — a  breeder  o'  strife  ; 
Opposition  and  idleness  grew  wi'  my  life  ; 
Advice  was  unheeded — wi'  brow  unabashed. 
My  answer  was  ever — "  I  canna  be  fashed." 

Idle  and  ignorant,  fretful  and  vain  : 

I  grew  up  to  womanhood — not  very  plain  : 

'  Cannot  be  "  troubled,"  or,  in  the  language  of  ex- 
citement, "  bothered." 

T 
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Could  dance — was  attractive — but  quickly  the 

yoke 
Of  my  charms  became  powerless   whenever  I 

spoke. 
Every  nerve  of  my  heart  was  with  agony  lashed, 
And  I  sorely  repented,  "  I  canna  be  fashed." 

I  still  had  admirers  who'd  flatter  and  sue, 
They  were  vain  as  myself,  and  as  ignorant  too : 
They  buzzed  and  they  fluttered  like  moths  round 

the  light— 
Beginning  with  wrong — the  wrong  never  came 

right. 
So  hope  was  extinguished,  and  charity  crashed, 
For  to  win  or  deserve  them  "1  couldna  be  fashed." 

And  now  at  the  age  of  some  thirty  and  nine. 
How  few  are  the  conquests  I  reckon  as  mine : 
Unloved  and  unloving,  how  woefu'  my  lot. 
With  cup  and  with  kitten  alone  in  my  cot ; 
My  goblet  of  joy  in  a  moment  was  dashed 
From  my  lips  by  a  withering  "  canna  be  fashed." 

JJy  lesson,   dear   sisters — pray  learn    it   while 

young — 
The  worst  ill  o'  life  is  a  bridleless  tongue. 
All  pride  is  a  pest !   and  the  arrow  of  wit, 
When  pointed  with  passion,  is  ever  unfit 
For  a  womanly  tongue ;  but  if  kindness  be  flashed, 
Continue  it — say  not  "  I  canna  be  fashed." 

1854. 


THE  MAIDEN'S  FRIEND. 


WEE  bird  frae  its  leafy  spray 
Sang,  "  Lassie,  wake,  awake ! 
The  lad  you  loe, 
Sae  leal  an'  true, 
Is  sighing  for  your  sake  !  " 
I  quickly  rose,  slipped  on  my  clothes, 
Au'  neath  the  hawthorn  tree, 
The  lad  I  loe, 
Sae  leal  an'  true, 
I  found  awaiting  me. 


The  simmer  sun  rose  o'er  the  hill, 
The  laverock  whistled  clear, 
Around  our  feet 
The  clover  sweet 
Shed  fragrance  sweet  an'  dear ; 
But  sweeter  far  than  blossoms  are 
Were  Willie's  words  to  me ; 
An'  him  m  loe, 
Sae  leal  an'  true, 
Until  the  day  I  dee. 
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THE  MAIDEN'S  FRIEND. 


Again,  again  the  birdie  sings 
Amanjr  the  blooinin'i  boujihs  ! 

It  seemed  to  hear, 

It  sang  to  C'liecr 
Our  lipping  jilighting  vows  ; 
Oh,  ever  sing  wi'  raptured  wing, 
My  birdie  in  the  tree ; 

Tlie  lad  I  loe 

Sae  leal  an'  true 
Is  health  an'  wealth  to  me ! 

1870. 


WOOING  AND  WEDDING. 

fOUXCx    Andrew   lived    by  Craigie 
burn. 
An'   Jessie  bloomed  by  Moffat 
Water, 
lie  a  laird  sae  blvthe  an'  free, 
An'  she  a  shepherd's  winsome  daughter. 

Oh,  their  lives  were  bright  and  cheery, 
Nothing  came  to  make  them  e'erie  ; 
Well  he  knew  she  was  his  deary, 
She  o'  him  was  never  weary. 

'Through  the  rocky  woody  glens, 

Owre  the  hUls  sae  green  an'  grassy, 
Wooing  wandered,  arm  in  arm, 
Happy,  happy  lad  an'  lassie. 

Oh,  their  lives  were  bright  an'  cheery, 
Nothmg  came  to  make  them  e'erie ; 
Well  he  knew  she  was  his  deary, 
She  o'  him  was  never  weary. 

By  the  Grey  Mare's  feathery  fu'. 

By  the  lonesome  Loch  o'  Lowes, 
At  Saint  Mary's  holy  shrine 

Pledged  they  solemn,  sacred  vows ! 


326  WOOING    AND    WEDDING. 

Oh,  their  lives  were  bright  an'  cheery, 
Nothing  came  to  make  them  e'erie ; 
Well  he  knew  she  was  his  deary, 
She  o'  liim  was  never  weary. 

Oh  dool  upon  it!   dreadful  war, 

Gliastly  scars  an'  strife  an'  slanglitcr  ! 
Andrew  pressed! — maun  fight  afar, 
Jessie  weeps  by  Moffat  Water  ! 

Now  her  days  were  sad  ah'  dreary, 
Naething  left  to  make  her  clieery  ; 
Oh,  the  nights  were  lang  an'  e'erie, 
She  o'  life  itself  was  weary. 

Darkest  hour  is  nearest  dawn  ; 

Joy  may  watch  by  sorrow  sleeping  ; 
Rainbow  arches  beaming  bright, 

Only  show  when  clouds  are  weeping. 
Jessie's  days  were  sad  an'  dreary, 
Naething  left  to  make  her  cheery  ; 
Oh,  the  nights  were  long  an'  e'erie. 
She  o'  life  itself  was  weary. 

But  war  will  cease,  an'  men  return ! 
A  captain  came  to  ^loffat  Water  ! 
An'  proudly  bore  to  Craigie  burn. 

As  wedded  wife,  the  shepherd's  daughter  ! 
Never  mair  the  days  were  dreary  ; 
Never  mair  the  nights  were  e'erie  ; 
Night  an'  day  for  ever  cheery ; 
They  o'  love  will  never  weary, 
Never,  never,  never  weary. 
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WILL  try,  I  will  try,"  was  the  answer  I 
gave 
To  my  Mentor  in  youth,  who  engaged 
4  to  dispel 

The  darkness  o'erclouding  my  brain  ;  for, 
in  sooth, 

I  found  nothing  so  hard  as  to  figure  and  spell. 
Bewildered  and  bothered,  my  only  reply 
Was,  "  I  feel  it  is  hard,  but  I'll  try,  sir,  I'll  try." 

By  trying,  some  knowledge  I  think  was  enshrined  ; 

At  least,  my  companions  would  upwardly  look 
With  eyes  so  imploring,  I  seldom  declined 

To  help  to  unravel  some  problem  or  book  : 
Though  frequently  puzzled,  I'd  gently  reply, 
"  I  think  it  is  hard,  but  I'U  try,  lad,  I'll  try." 

And  then  came  the  time  when  new  feelings  awoke, 
And  I  timidly  shrank  from  the  glance  of  an  eye, 


'  "  *  I  will  try'  is  one  of  the  truest  principles,  and 
expresses  all  that  one  man  has  any  right  to  expect 
from  another.  I  think  I  shall  adopt  it  as  a  motto.'* — 
Nathaniel  Haavthorne. 
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Yet  courage  might  come  when  the  silence  was 

broke, — 

I  stammered,  l)Ut  lout  all  my  voice  in  a  siph. 

Then  courage,  my  heart ! — why  silent,  oh  why  ? 

Speak  holdly  your  meaning — I'll  try,  I  must  try  ! 

I  ventured,  I  rnnquore<l,  and  ever  since  then 
No  danger  e'er  daunted  my  spirit  or  will ; 

Commanded  to  rush  with  a  handful  of  men 

Through  the  breach,  in  the  teeth  of  the  blazing 
guns — still 

To  the  test,  "  Are  you  able  ?"  I'd  calmly  reply, 

"  The  duty  is  hard,  but  I'll  try,  sir,  I'll  try." 

And  now  when  the  battle  of  life  has  been  won, 
And  I  garrulous  speak  of  my  deeds  in  the  past ; 

Though  I  sit  in  the  shade,  I  look  up  at  the  Sun, 
And  hope  for  one  victory  more — 'tis  the  last. 

'Tis  scaling  those  ramparts,  far  up  in  the  sky  ! 

Art  able  ?  In  faith,  I  will  try,  I  will  try  ! 


SONNETS. 


"  lu  sounding  sonnets  Poets  may  embalm 
Theever-ihaiijfiii^  pa.ssions  of  the  hoar  ; 
Love,  Hatred,  Friendship,  evermore  should  ponr 
Like  as  a  river,  turbulent  or  calm. 

But  jfreatest  he,  whose  wide-embracing  dower 
Of  thought  is  filled  with  Truth,  and  holy  as  a  Psalm." 

From  Provenfol  Sonnets. 
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HOWARD. 


HERE  is  a  manly  music  in  the  name 
Of  Howard,  that  demands  the  skill 
Of  Milton's  measure,  all  our  hearts 
to  thrill 
Whilst  voicin<r  his  imperishable  fame, 
As  with  a  trumpet,  which  immortals  hear, 
And  back  to  mortals  echo  it  again. 
In  praise  of  him  who  broke  the  captive's  chain  ; 

Before  wlutse  radiant  face  the  atmosphere 
Of  dunpeons  deadly  dank  was  purified, — 

As  if  the  sun  had  left  his  heavenly  sphere 
And  sou<:ht  the  cells  where  helpless  thousands 
died, — 
Gaunt  Death,  o'ergorged,  before  him  fled  in 
fear  : 
And,  like  a  vulture  cheated  of  its  prey. 
Spread  wide  his  sable  wings,  and,  scowling,  soared 
away. 


1840. 
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TO  WORDSWORTH. 

REAT  Poet,  "Wordsworth  .'—ho- 
noured and  admired, — 
O  tell  me  how  my  soul  can  best 
express 
Its  adoration  of  a  bai'd  inspired, — 
A  bard  all  wisdom,  love,  and  gentleness ! 
No  fiery  passions  in  thy  bosom  rage. 

No  thoughts  malignant  in  thy  works  are  seen  ; 
Fair  Nature's  self  looks  forth  from  every  page, 

The  poet's  only  gui<le  to  fame,  I  ween  : 
Exalting  virtue,  purifying  man, 
*    Has  been  tliy  task,  and  nobly  is  it  done  ! 
May  Heaven  prosper  what  thy  wishes  plan. 

And  jrrant  long  life  to  wear  thv  fame  well  won  ; 
Mayst  thou  on  death,  when  death  o'ercometh  life, 
Smile  like  a  bridegroom  on  his  new-made  wife  ! 

1838. 
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TO  HAYDON. 

OJI  BEEING  HIS    PAINTING    OF   CHRISt's  TRIL'MFUAL 
ENTRY  INTO  JEBL'SALEM. 

IIAT  j.Tcat  magician  of  the  earth 
art  thou, 
Who  hast  such  wonders  on  the 
canvas  wrought  ? 
In  rapt  astonishment  I  gaze,  for 
now 
Those  hearts   seem    bursting  with    excess  of 
thought ; 
Another  touch, — those   forms  will  move  and 
speak. 
Proclaiming  to  the  world  their  author's  name, 
On  whom  Sir  Sycf)phant  may  vengeance  wreak, 

But  cannot  pluck  a  tittle  from  his  fame  ! 
Wherever  art  or  schools  of  art  may  be, 

His  name  with  theirs  is  bound  incorporate  ; 
And  they  shall  live  when  that  monopoly, 

A  nation's  shame,  lies  waste  and  desolate. 
Art's  brightest  stars  thy  works  will  ever  shine — 
The   Hebrew   "  Triumph,"    Haydon,  shall   be 
thine! 
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NAPOLEONIC. 


ESIDE  the  lighthouse  of  Antibes  I 
stand, 
And   pazing   seaward,  faintly  can 

discern 
The  Isle  of  Corsica  ; — fi-om  which 
we  learn 
Great  men  may  prow  on  smallest  spet-ks  of  land  : 
From  that  lone  spot,  that  rocky,  rugged  strand, 

Napoleon  came,  imperious  and  stem, 
JThe  scourge  of  peoples  and  the  dread  of  kings, 
He  dealt  out  vengeance  with  unsparing  hand ; 
Yet,  as  the  storm  bears  healing  on  its  wings. 
So  he,  mithinking,  lifted  meaner  things, — 
Poor  j)uny  souls, — to  think  and  act  like  men  ; 

Whilst  he,  their  idol,  was  the  first  to  fall  : 
O  righteous  sacrifice  !   Not  knowing  when 

To  stop,  he  strove  to  bind,  and  found  himself 
in  thrall. 
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NAPOLEONIC. 


n. 

<J\\  tiirnintj  westward.       There  the 
placid  bay 
Thiit  i:Ioutns  l)etween  me  and  Saint 
Miirj.'111'ritc, 
Where  lonp  in  chains   the  iron- 
masked  victim  lay  ! 
Here !  dappled  waters  lave  the  pilgrim's  feet  ! 
Beyond  is  Cannes,  where  sparkling  mansions  rise, 

And  fcilks  from  every  nation  congregate — 
Poet  and  painter — ignorant  and  wise — 

Men  of  renown  lay  by  their  robes  of  state  ! 
A  motley  group  in  sooth — cohesion  none  ! 

There,  nearer,  straggling  on  the  coral  sand. 
The  sleepy  Jouan  basketh  in  the  sun  ! 

Napoleon,  'scaped  from  Elba,  tlierc  did  land 
To  set  all  Europe  in  a  second  flame ; 
And  gave  to  Jouan's  Gulf  both  history  and  fame. 

Antibes,  t/fl/i.  1867. 


<iC!:^ 


TO  GARIBALDI.' 
I. 

MUSIXG  stood  upon  tlio  beach  at  Nice  ! 
Beliiinl  —  unseen  —  the    thoughtless 

world  passed  by ; 
Before — tiie  ocean,  bluer  than  the  sky, 
Its   great  breast  heaved,  and  laved  the 
shore  in  peace. 
I  thoucht  of  him — the  Patriot — whose  increase 
Of  greatness,  spreads  wide  circling  as  the 

foam, 
In  jrrateful  murmurs.      This  his  earlv  home  ! 
I  His  home  no  more,  nor  country — sad  release — 
Strange  mutability  !    A  'stablish'd  throne  ! — 
Italia   free  !      His   birthplace, — birthright 
gone ! 
Men  blame  his  king,  and  mourn  the  sad  m\s- 

chance. 
That  linked  fair  Nice  to  greedy,  grasping  France. 

'  Written  within  view  of  the  house  reputed  to  have 
been  the  home  of  the  great  General,  and  probably  the 
place  in  which  he  was  born.  It  is  the  middle  one  of 
three,  standing  at  the  head  of  the  harbour  of  Nice,  and 
easily  recognized  by  its  being  a  story  lower  than  the 
other  two.  From  the  one  to  the  eastward  was  flapping 
the  tricolor  of  France. 


336  TO    GARIBALDI. 

Yet  grieve  not,  Garibaldi — Freedom's  sun   will 

sliine. 
And  liuk  iuimort-ally  Italia's  fame  to  thine ! 

TO  GARIBALDI.! 

II. 

HERE !  on  that  height,  I  played  when 
yet  a  child, 
And  gazed    with    rapture    on    the 

wide-spread  sea. 
My  young  heart  throbbing — plan- 
ning things  to  be. 
My  rountry  was  a  byword,  and  reviled  : 

The  hydra  tyrant  crushed  it.  To  be  free 
Men  bravely  strove,  but  dreamilv  and  wild  ! 
2sow,  now  'tis  done — Italia  reconciled  ! 

One  glorious  people,  one  most  loyal  king  ! 
Yet  here  in  tears  I  linger — there  the  place 
Where  first  I  saw  the  light,  heartsore  I  trace 

In  hateful  hues,  a  strange  Hag  fluttering ! 
What  some  call  poUcy — I  call  disgrace, 
And  plunge  ray  hands  in  the  inviolate  sea  ! 
For  thus  I  wash  my  soul,  detested  France,  of  thee ! 

Antibes,  Jan.  1867. 

'  The  second  sonnet  refers  to  the  report  that  after  tlie 
transfer  of  Nice  to  France  Garibaldi  visited  his  native 

(ilace  in  disguise,  and  in  deep  grief  felt  himself  home- 
ess,  and  bade  farewell  to  Kice  for  erer. 


TO   MAJOR  JAMES   WALTER. 

ON   MDLLER's  riCTUBE, 

■    "THE  READING  OF  DANTE." 


ULLEK,  thy  paintings  to  my  soul 
reveal 
A    thrilling    gladness ;    as   when 

old  friends  meet. 
Clasped   palm  in  palm  they  feel 
tlieir  strong  hearts  beat 
In  unison — so  I  to  Nature  kneel 
Wliilst  gazing  on  thy  picture  ;  for  I  feel 

Each  graceful  line — each  thoughtful  touch  and 

tone 
Of  rare  affection,  purities  mine  own  ; 
Thus  earthly  love's  refined  by  one  ideal. 
Within  this  gentle  lady's  trustful  eyes 

The  poet's  story  has  divinely  wrought, 
Till  from  their  dovelike  orbs  out-beam  surprise, 
And    new-born    rapture    with   her    new-born 
thought ; 

z 


;W8  TO   MAJOR  JAMES    WALTER. 

With    mind  matured,   well    i>lea.«ed,   hor  cho5>en 

guide. 
Through  Dante's  deathless  page  leads  lovingly  his 
.  Itridc. 

On  hoard  tue  "  Niaoaka  "  steamsuip, 
August.  1848. 


<^:}^^ 


PROMISES. 

UT  little  faith  in  jiromises  !  for  men 
Willi    Ireely    ]>romise,  seldom    well 
|ierf'onu  : 
And  willingly  forget  thee  when  the 
storm 

Apjinunhes  darkly  ; — hut.  leturn  again 
When  genial  sunshine  animates  the  plam 

Of  thy  toni  heart :  and  patronizing  talk 
Of  thy  reverses — how  they  suffered  pain 

Intcnsest  for  thy  sake. — The  feeble  stalk 
Of  a  frail  reed  is  stronger  staff,  than  friend 

Like  this  to  lean  on  :    weathercock  to  wheel 

With  every  breeze,  but  stretch  no  helping  hand  ; 

Incarnate  selfishness  from  head  to  heel. 

Fve  suffered  much,  and  suffering  this  have  learned 

The  true  man  works  in  silence,  where  his  friend's 

concerned. 

1S58. 


APHIL   SONNET. 


No.  1. 

Al'RlL    KIND. 

PlilL,    llioujrli    treacherous   and 
chantreling  named, 
\Vanton   and    wayward    in    thy 
nature,  still 
Revealcst  thou  those  mysteries 
that  till 
All  hearts  with  love's  deep  sympathy,  and  famed 

For  blooms  that  odorous  balm  distil. 
Birthtime  of  beauty  and  of  poesy  : 

When  birds  betrothed  melodious  from  the  hill 
Rain  downi  their  morninir  song  of  ecstasy. 
When    amorous  bees   toy   fondly  with    the 
flower, 
And  drain  its  humid  sweets  deliriously, 

Faint  with  excess,  in  love's  delicious  bower 
Softly  infolded,  blossom-couched  he  lies  : 
Wliilst  draughts  of  fragrant  dew  oblivious  sleep 
supplies. 

April,  1855. 


APRIL    SONNET. 
No.  II. 

APRIL    CRl'EL. 

nilL,  till  me!    how   swiftly  changes 
come, 
How   soon    the    month   we  love  we 

leani  to  hate, 
When    boughs    deflowered    hanof 
down  disconsolate, 
And  cloudsof  grief  make  dark  our  parden  home. 
Where  genial  smi.shine  lingeriuf,'  loved  to  wait ; 
With  joy  we  grafted  in  thy  wounded  rind 

The  fairest  branch  that  ever  blossom  bore  ; 
Clasped  close,  incorporate  as  one  combined, 
A  newborn  rapture  trembled  in  thy  core 
As  budding  life  expanded,  more  and  more 
We  longed  to  reap  the  fruit ;  but  woke  to  find 
Hope  in  a  morning  blighted  ;  from  the  shore 
A  ruthless  wind  stole  with  untimely  frost, 
And  all  thy  cherished  bloom  was  shrivelled,  loosed, 
and  lost. 
April,  1855. 
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SUGGESTED  BY  LOUGH'S  "ARIEL." 
I. — The  Scum'tor  to  the  Spirit. 

TAY  !    O  stay,  thou  wondrous  spirit. 
^v.;     ^       stay! 

Vouchsafe  a  while  to  glad  my  raptured 

sight, 
Nor  speed  thee  on  so  quickly  in  thy 
llight ; 
Rein  in  thy  steed,  which  loves  the  twilight  grey, 
Flitting  for  ever  'twixt  the  day  and  night. 
4  Impulsive  fluttering  with  thy  restless  wings — 
Wheeling  impetuous  in  the  wake  of  light. 
Till  darkness  o'er  the  earth  her  mantle  flinss. 

What  art  thou,  spirit,  in  thy  true  estate, 
That  thou  on  earth  shouhl  deign  to  scatter  bliss? 
Thou  purest  sprite  that  genius  could  create ! 
Thou  rare  embodiment  of  faithfiilness  ! 
Oh !  I  would  sketch  thy  lineaments  divine, 
And  every  home  in   p]ngland    make  tliy  sacred 
shrine ! 


II. — To    THK    ToET    Sci'LPTOB. 


'K  thank  thee,  <ientlc  Ariel,  thou 
hast  stayed 
I'litil  each  feature  in  thy  form 

we  trace 
In  lines  of  beauty.    Time  shall 
not  eflTuce, 
Though  he.  leonocla-stic,  plies  his  trade ! 
Imagination's  airy  visions  fade 

Or  chance.     Dependinjr  upon  wonls  alone 
Satl  havi>c  with  our  clioice^t  thoughts  is  played: 
They  pass,  wc  woidd  recall  them,  they  have 
fli»wn  ! 
Not  so  thy  sj>irit.  Ariel  ;    it  is  here. 

Spreading  a  radiant  atmosphere  around  ! 
The  gazer's  eye  swims  with  a  lustrous  tear  ; — 
Entranced    he   stands  : — The   place   is    holy 
ground. 
AVhat  Shakespeare's  fancy  glowingly  portrayed, 
The  Poet  Sculptor's  skill  hath  here  immortal 
made. 


1858. 


<s-^^ 


TO   E.   S.   DALLAS. 


N  sculptured  stone,   on  statelv  columns 
raise 
The  graceful  dome  high  lifted  in  the  air, 
^*''^'    In   memory  of  the  great  whose  merits 
rare 

Draw  forth  a  grateful  people's  honest  praise : 
While  laureates  hynm  tlieir  deeds  in  soiuiding 
lays  ! 
Yet.  pillar,  arch,  and  dome  shall  crumble  there, 
The  hero's  name  itself  forgotten  be: 
»    Dust  unto  dust,  deriding  human  care. 
Verse — verse  alone  gives  inunortulitv. 

True  verse — true  art — undying  fame  secures, 
Whilst  all  beside  may  wither,  fade  and  flee, 

A  spark  from  heaven,  like  heaven  itself  endures, 
True  thought  —  true  work — embalmed  in  art 

survive. 
The  glory  of  the  dead — a  joy  to  all  alive ! 

January,  1867. 


TO  J.  G..  OX  HER  WEDDING  DAY. 

Al'(i  1  ITKIl  of  him  and  her,  of  whom 
to  be 
A  tVicml  is  no  small  privilege  :   full 

orbed 
Their  love  abides,  and    cannot   be 
absorbed 
IJv  those  who  would  surround  them  with  a  sea 
Of  Ihutory.    Sliarin<r  ilieir  merit,  thou, 
Clear  iu  thy  spirit,  clear  in  heart  and  brow  ; 
Clear  iu  thy  love,  as  thou  wouldst  have  one  be 
Clear  of  all  doubtiujrs  in  his  love  for  thee, — 

Clear  be  thy  future  as  transparent  now  ! 
I  would  as  one  who  holds  in  memory 
The  vision  of  a  briirht  and  beautiful 
Yoini^j  being,  seldom  sad,  and  never  dull. 
Utter  a  brief  God  bless  thee  !    May  thy  life 
Henceforth  by  love  be  guarded  as  a  leal,  brave 
wife. 

August  10,  1874. 


TO   FREDERICK   LATREILLE. 


IIHRE  is  a  sympathy  that  poets  feel  ; 
There  is  a  joy  that  only  poets  know  ; 
A  kindred  ^dadness  in  a  brother's  weal, 
A  kindred  sadness   in  a  brother's 
woe : 
From  them  the  tear  compassionate  doth  How 
With  mutual  gushings,  soothing  their  distress  ; 

Affection  strong,  that  no  reserve  can  bow, 
Nor  leave  them  in  the  world  companionlcss  ! 
S\ich  are  thy  feelings,  Fred'rick,  for  in  thee 

Love,  truth,  and  justice  most  benignly  blend 
With  lofty  purposes  supremely  free  ! 

Deep  is  the  love  I  bear  thee,  worthy  friend. 
For  friend  thovi  art,  in  wintry  hours  no  less 
Than  when  life's  summer  smiles  in  rosiest 
loveliness ! 

1838. 


NYMPH   AND   GOAT." 


PASTORAL  GROUP  IS   MARBLE 
SCULPTOR. 


J.   G.   LOUGH, 


AVE    patience,    miscliiefl     \vliil>t     1 
wreathe  your  brow, 
Your  horns,  your  ears,  your  neck,  as 

I  do  now. 
With  leaves  unfading  from  immortal 
trees 
That  in  p]lysia  grow  ;   the  gods  to  please ! 
Who  knows  but  in  the  ages  yet  t<>  be, 
Struck  with  the  pastoral  loves  of  you  and  me. 
Some  jjcnius  "uided  sole  bv  nature's  rules, 
Undwarfed  by  cramping  teaching  of  the  schools 
May  learn  our  friendship  in  tlic  glades  and  gi-ove*-. 
And  tell  in  art  the  story  of  our  loves  ? 
Just  as  we  are,  enraptured,  all  alone, 
Grandly  transfigured  into  breathing  stone  : 
Placed  high  above  the  passions  of  the  hind, 
To  charm  for  evennore  intelligent  mankind. 

1875. 


GIPSIES. 


OW  sweet  the  stillness  of  the  autumn 
wood, 
How  soft  the  cushion  of  the  velvet 

moss. 
On  which  recline  the  vagrant  brother- 
hootl 
Of  wandering  gipsies — knowing  not  tlie  loss 
Of  house  or  home,  whilst  curtained  by  the  fern, 

Roofed  by  the  spreading  branches  of  the  trees, 
'J'hrough  whose  quaint  interlacing  they  discern 
The  broken  radiance  of  the  sun — or  leani 

The  movements  of  the  starry  host  by  niorht, 
And  slumber  softly  sheltered  from  the  breeze, 
Hushed  by  the  murmurs  of  the  far  off  seas, 

But  promptly  waking  with  the  dawning  light, 
Eegin  the  aimless  loiter  of  their  lives, 
Untaxed  they  pilfer,  feed,  and  swarm  as  bees  in 
hives. 

1874. 


TO    MRS.    LOUGH. 

ON  THE   MARRIAflK  OF  HEE  DAL'GIITKR  '*  INA. 


IIKX  i<iv  ftbomids,  wliy  falls  the 
si-aldin^  tear? 
Why    licaves    the   breast    with 
breath-suspcmling  .«i;.'hs  ? 
When  friemls  are  gathered  round 
to  bid  thee  cheer, 
And  faith  in  love  looks  bright  in  Ina's  eyes, 
And  her  fond  husband's  silent  look  replies. 
Truly  and  proudly,  "  Ina  need  not  fear 
Whilst  my  strong  arm  and  sheltering  love  are 
near." 
What  has  been  must  be,  parents  must  resign 
Their  dearest  idol  to  another's  care. 

Thy  mother's  pang,  retributive  is  thine ! 
Who  suffers  love,  must  love's  sweet  sufferings 
bear. 
And  bear  them  joyously.    'Tis  still  decreed 
The  world  is  bright  with  flowers,  where  love  and 
honour  lead. 
1S53. 


TO    SIR   JOHN    AND    LADY    KEY. 

ox  TUK   ANMVER>AKY  OK  THEIR   MARRIAGlv. 

HRICE  seven  years  of  ardent  life  had 
passed 
^\'itli  uU  the  eagerness  of  buoyant 

youth, 
Ripening  to  manhood  ;   thirsting  for 
tho  truth, 
And  loyalty  and  lore  of  woman,  ca.st 

In  the  mould  of  beauty.     And  soon  in  sooth 
,    Thy  cherished  hopes  were  compassed,  very  fa.>-t 
Thy    heart    beat    with     its    new    triumph. 
Uncouth 
And  dread  imaginings  were  cast  aside  ; 
Thy  soul's  fond  idol  stood  thy  blushing  bride, 
And  has  for  seasons  more  than  I  dare  name 
Thy  consolation  been  ;   ever  by  thy  side. 

To  cheer  thee  with  devotion's  steady  flame. 
In  calm  prosperity  thy  joy  and  guide. 
She  changed  not  with  the  vai-ying  fickle  tide 
Of  popiUar  applause.    Through  storm  and  strife 
She  shone  for  evermore  the  blessing  of  thy  life. 

Thornburv,  1853. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  JAMES 
LOCKE. 

[  I K  tolling;  bell  sounds  faintly  from  tin.- 
hill, 
As  winding  slowly  through  the  silent 

vale, 
The  dark  procession  moves  beneatli 
a  veil 
Of  dismal  olouds,  wliiih  gloomy  thoughts  instil, 
And  hearts  bereaved  with  sacred  satlness  fill: 
The  sable  garb — the  cheeks  so  ashy  pale, 
The  eyes  which  shed  no  simulated  tear. 

Express  the  deep  emotions  that  prevail ! 
When  friends  ai-e  gone  whose  memories  are  dear. 
Their  forms  familiar  often  reajipear 

Mid  scenes  discordant ;  festive,  blythe,  or  gay ; 
And  with  their  presence  fill  the  mental  eye ! 

'Tis  thus,  departed  friend,  thy  name  will  stay 
Deej)  graven  on  our  hearts,  it  can  but  with  us  die. 


BLACKHEATH. 


I  HENCE  come  those  lofty  sti-ains 
of  hymning  praise, 
That  chain  insthictively  the  wan- 

derhig  car  ? 
Now  taintly  flowing — now  melo- 
dious, clcai-, 
In  iiraocful  nioduhitioiis  ;  like  the  lays 

Of  earnest  worshippers  the  Alps  among  ; 
Or  those  stern-hearted,  God-befriended  men, 
Who  for  the  faith,  made  Scotland,  hill  and  glen, 
A  temple  vocal  with  divinest  song — 
Unfaltering  right  cnrbing  despotic  wrong. 
Even  here,  the  lewd  are  stayed  with  solemn  words. 
Listen  !  that  voice  some  precious  truth  aflfords  : 

"  Beware  the  tempter ! — Be  in  Vii-tue  strong! — 
Wine  cannot  soothe — it  bids  fierce  passion  rage; 
()  nurse  thine  oil  of  youth  to  feed  thy  lamp  of 
age!" 


^^^-? 


PERE   LA  CHAISE. 


OCK  not  the  manner  any  one  may 
choose 
To  show  respect  to  dear  friends 

passed  away ; 
The  pulsing  heart  must  turn  to 
common  clay, 
But  He  who  made  it,  never  will  refuse 

The  offering  of  the  soul  devout,  and  may 
Accept  the  custom,  sanctify  the  use 

Of  symbols  offered  on  the  shrine  of  death — 
^Mortal  immortels  fading  every  hour, 

And  meltins  in  the  common  air  like  breath. 
Though  false  the  doctrine,  they  who  hold  the 
faith 
Sincerely,  working  in  its  light  with  power. 

The  Head  Supreme  will  judge  'twixt  thou  and 
them ; 
Whilst  Charity,  in  softest  accents,  saith — 

"  Judge  gently,  mortal  man,  lest  thou  thyself 
condemn  I " 
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TO  COMPANIONS  IN  TRAVEL,  WITH 
THE  POEMS  OP  LONGFELLOW. 


N  vain,  dear  friends,  for  fitting  phrase  we 
seek 
To  tell  yon  all  the  jrratitude  we  feel 
^X         For  many  acts  of  kindness,  hearty  zeal, 
And  trnest  sympathy.  O  words  are  weak, 
And  will  not  to  ourselves  our  thoughts  reveal ; 
Therefore,  of  friendship  let  the  Poet  speak — 
The  high-souled  Poet  of  the  far-off  West-^ 
Whose  lofty  language  soars  where  eagles  rest, 
And  gilds  with  glorious  thought  each  Alpine  peak : 
Or  falling,  dewlike,  on  the  verdant  sward. 

His  verse  prolific  pleasant  thoughts  suggest 
O  think  and  feel  that  then  your  friends  are  heard; 
And  what  to  you  seems  worthiest,  wisest,  best; 
Is  but  what  friendship  feels,  by  pen  inspired 
expressed. 
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DAUPHINY   ALPS— GRAND 
CHARTREUSE. 


bcntl. 


H  marvellous  cliffs — ye  everlastinj: 

hills 
Pointing  to  heaven  ;  like  princely 

wanlers  stand  : 
Within  your  shade  I  reverently 


Where  flowery  hlooni  the  air  witli  fra^rrancc  fills; 
And  vales  nuide  nuisical  by  clamourin':  rills 

Swellinjr  the  torrent  in  its  dark  abyss  ; 
Witliin  whose  depths  the  warm  sun  seldom  shines 
Tlirou;:h  the  dense  folia>:e  ot  mountain  pines: 

Yet  all  aroiuid  a  Son  has  shone,  I  wis  ; 
For  here  Saint  Bbcno  raised  an  altar  throne, 

And  left  his  mark  unfadingly  in  this 
Lone    vale !    liy   running   streams,    on  juttinjr 
stone — 

On  loftiest  crag  with  coronet  of  moss, 

Is  lifted  high  o'er  all  the  ever  sacred  cross. 

1865. 


SACRED. 


"  Blessings  be  with  them  and  eternal  praise. 
Who  gave  us  nobler  loves  and  nobler  cares ; 
The  poets,  who  on  earth  have  made  us  heirs 

Of  Truth  and  pnre  delight,  by  heavenly  lays." 

Wordsworth. 
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TILE   LORD'S   I'KAYEK. 


I'R  Fatlier  who  in  heaven  art, 

Tliv  name  fnr  ever  liallnweil  he  ; 
I'liv  kingiloni  eonie — Thy  will  be 
done 

As  'tis  in  heaven — on  earth   and 
sea. 


Give  ns  each  day  oiir  daily  bread, 
And  all  our  trespasses  forgive; 

As  we  forgive  the  trespassers, 
Who  make  it  verj-  hartl  to  live. 

Lord,  rnianl  ns  from  temptation  strong, 
And  from  all  evil  ns  deliver; 

For  Thine  the  power  and  kingdom  is, 
And  glory  ever,  and  for  ever ! 

1875. 
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HVMN  OX  FOUNDING  A  SCHOOL 
OR  CnUKCII.i 

GOD  of  Life,  at  Whose  commaiul 
The    wondrous   world    from   chaos 
came ; 

Thronjrh  countless  years, 
The  rolling  spheres 
Thy  glory  and  Thy  power  proclaim. 

O  God  of  Love,  when  man  rebelled. 
And  wildly  wandered  far  from  Thee, 

Thy  heart  did  yearn 

For  his  return, 
Repentant — pai-doned — blest  and  free. 

O  God  of  Grace,  though  lost — corrupt 
In  word  and  work,  in  heart  and  brain, 

The  streaming  flood 

Of  Jesu's  blood 
lias  power  to  cleanse  from  every  stain. 


'  From  "  Lyra  Britannica.' 


35«  Hv.vy. 

With  <:ratcful  hearts,  O  Lord,  to  Thee, 
We  would  in  earnest  work  enpajie  ; 

To  teach  Thy  truth 

To  wayward  youth, 
And  consulation  hriiijr  to  age. 

Do  Thou,  O  God,  our  eflbrts  bless, 
To  plant  and  spread  Thy  word  divitie 

lU-  viilo  and  hill. 

With  all  our  .skill  ! 
And  all  the  glory,  Lonl,  be  Thine. 

I8GG. 
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A    MORNING   HYMN. 

LL  jtraise,  my  Father,  be  to  Thee, 
Who  through  the  night  hast  guarded 

me, 
And  spread  before  my  waking  eyes 
The  grassy  vales  and  azure  skies. 


I  soe  Thv  bounty  in  the  plains. 
Where  lavish  love  in  beauty  reigns  ; 
From  far  beyond  the  peaks  of  snow, 
Thy  living  streams  of  mercy  flow. 

"When  weak  with  woe  and  sore  oppressed, 
How  sweet  to  lay  us  down  to  rest, 
In  humble  faith  that  Christ  our  Lord 
Will  lift  the  weight,  or  strength  atTord. 

For  wearv  months  upon  my  bed 
Thy  care  sustained  my  troubled  head  ! 
Assuaged  the  grief — allayed  the  pain 
Of  aching  heart  and  restless  brain. 

As  now  far  up  the  cloudless  sky 
The  glorious  sun  ascends  on  high, 
And  sheds  his  beams  upon  the  plain. 
To  swell  the  fruit  and  gild  the  grain : 
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So  from  Thy  Son  our  Lord,  wliosc  home 
Encircles  all  the  starry  dome. 
Come  rays  of  love  in  ailluence  given 
To  ripen  souls  for  II im  and  Heaven. 
187.J. 
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FOR  HIGIIEK    LIFK. 

<  >ME,  Spirit  of  the  livincj  Lord, 
As  come  the  summer  breezes  ; 
Revive  in  me  the  latent  wonl, 
The  woKD  that  ever  pleases. 


Come  ])]ay  around  this  stubborn  heart, 

So  chill  within  my  bosmn  ; 
Destroy  the  hard,  the  icy  part, 

And  make  it  bud  and  blossom. 

O  make  it  bud  with  holy  thought, 
And  bloom  in  human  kindness  ; 

So  ripening  into  deed,  be  brought 
To  clear  the  soul  from  blindness : — 

That  blindness  which  on  thoughtless  youth 

Is  ever  close  attendant ; — 
The  fdm  remove — make  Love  and  Truth 

Be  seen  in  the  ascendant : 

Ascending  higher,  higher  still, 

liy  light  of  Gospel  story  ; 
Till  earthly  thoughts  and  human  will 

Are  lost  in  heavenly  glory. 


HYMN 


AMONG     THE    Al.rS. 


No.  I. 


II  Lord,  on  this  Thy  holy  ilay 
I  upwaitl  woiul  my  weary  way, 
My  soul  aspiring  as  I  climb, 
Mid    snowy    alpine    heights 
snblime, 

That  these  high  steps  may  be  to  me 
Like  stairways  leading,  Lord,  to  Thee. 


As  high  the  slippery  paths  I  tread. 
Be  high  the  thonghts  that  fill  my  head  ; 
May  they  be  like  Thy  glaciers  pure, 
And  like  the  eternal  rocks  endui-e  ! 
Thou  only  art  my  hope  and  stay. 
Oh  guide  and  guard  me  on  my  way. 


Tj 
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AMONG  THE  ALPS. 
No.  n. 

IIOM  tliis  prcat  Alp  I  «razc,  and  see 
Nil  living:  thin<r  to  <rlatl(k'n  me, 
Likf  yonder  jieak,  or  this  lone  tree, 
O  Lortl,  I  feel  alone  with  Thee ! 


Alone  with  Thee  in  wonl  and  tlioupht, 
In  close  and  sweet  couimunion  bruuf»ht. 
Though  sin  my  life  has  sadly  marred, 
Like  rocky  mountains  torrent  scarred. 

Without  Tliee,  loneliness  were  death, 
I  feel  Thee  in  the  placier's  breath, 
I  see  Thy  throne  amid  the  snriw. 
And  hear  Thee  in  the  stream  below. 

Some  distant  chimes  so  clear  and  sweet 
Direct  me  where  Thy  people  meet. 
I  hate  their  form,  yet  join  the  prayer. 
And  ti-ust,  0  Lord,  to  meet  Thee  there. 


'-^3l£^ 


AT   LAUSANNE. 


ARK  !  the  cveninp  bells  arc  ringing 
O'er  tlie  lake,  so  sweet  and  clear, 
Ilark  the  chorus  !  —  peasants  sing- 


Distant  now  —  now  seeming  near; 
"  Loudly  sing,  as  daylight  closes, 
Sweet  the  rest  that  night  imposes." 


Stars  begin  to  glimmer  faintly, 
Deeper,  darker  grows  the  even  ; 

Pilgrims  wending,  slow  and  saintly, 
Lit't  their  voice  of  praise  to  Heaven, 

"  Men  may  hate  us,  scorn,  neglect  us  ! 

In  our  wandering.  Lord,  protect  us !" 


O'er  the  hills  the  morn  is  breaking. 
Fringing  all  the  clouds  with  gold — 

Myriad  singing-birds  awaking, 

Showering  song  o'er  wood  and  wold. 

Night  by  night  repeats  the  story. 

Day  by  day  reveals  the  glory  ! 


1865. 


PRAYER. 

ORMEXTED  nicrtal,  dry  thy  tears, 
llecd  not  the  Wduiul  that  stings 
thy  clay, 
Hope   sweetly   smiles,   when   faith 
appears 

And  passion  conipiered  kneels  to  pray. 
Attendant  anpels  listening  wait, 

To  hear  the  trembling  prayer  on  high; 
Its  whispers  leap  the  azure  gate, 
And  rapture  rings  along  the  sky  ! 

By  prayer  the  trackless  sea  of  thought 

A  glittering  golden  path  is  made. 
Through  which  the  wan<Iering  spirit's  brought 

To  Christ,  of  light  the  living  Head : 
There  hosts  redeemed  in  glory  shine. 

And  pealing  Hallelujahs  raise 
To  IIiM  the  Savioir  all  Divine, 

And  prayer  is  drowned  in  songs  of  praise. 

Dr.  Hamilton's  "  Excelsior,"  1856. 
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THE   DAUGHTER  OF    JAIRUS. 


SIGGESTKD     BY     A     TASSAGK     IN     1)K.     >ARKAR  S 
"  LIFE  OF  CHRIST." 

ALITIIA!  'I'alitha  !  voung  beautiful 
maiden  ! 
'I'alitha!    Talitlia  !    arouse   thee, 
awake  ! 
Awake,  ami  brinp  joy  to  these  hearts 
sorrow  laden, 
Kind  friends  all  so  loving, — so  sad  for  thy  sake. 


Talitha  !  Talitha  !  maiden  most  beautiful, 
'     Maiden  !  Talitha  !  I  bid  thee  arise  ! 
Arise  luiresistinjrly,  yieldingly,  dutiful  ; 
Beautiful,  dutiful,  open  thine  eyes  ! 

Hushed  were  all  voices  :  the  silence  oppressive 
Hung  like  a  curtain  in  blackness  and  gloom, 

Hoping,  yet  doubting,  alternate,  excessive, 
Prevailed  in  this  terrible  calm  of  the  tomb  ; 


"  Too  late !    ah,  too  late  !   to   the    voice   of  the 
Teacher 
The  heai-t  is  stone-stiffened  ;  clay  closed  are  the 


ears! 
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No  voice,  howe'er  potent,  no  wise  word  can  reacli 
lier, 
No  power  can  reopen  her  fountain  of  tears  !  " 

One   form,    and  One  only,  yields  not  to  the 
grieving, 
Now  openly  nttered  in  sobbings  and  sighs! 
He  knew  her  pale  palms  from  his  own  were  re- 
ceiving 
The  pulsings  which  soon  would  awaken  surprise  ! 

Why  start  they  ?  why  gaze  they  ?  transfixed  in 
their  wonder ! 

Talitha  awakens!   she  smiles  as  of  yore! 
Tlie  bliick  seal  of  death  has  l)een  broken  asunder. 

Talitha  has  risen  ! — believers  adofe. 

1S77. 


MARTYRDOM. 


II Y  died  the  Lord  upon  the  cross  ? 
Why  was  lie  hanged  upon  the 
tree  ? 
Most  strange  that  darkness,  death, 
and  loss 
Should  light,  and  life,  and  blessing  be. 


He  died  not  as  the  martyr  dies, 
In  test  of  zeal  and  proof  of  faith  ; 

But  as  a  bleeding  sacrifice. 

To  conquer  sin  by  sinless  death. 

The  nails  !  the  thorns  !  the  piercing  spear, 
Evoked  no  hopeless,  helpless  cry  ! 

Triumphant  over  grief  and  fear, 
He  taught  us  how  to  dare  and  die. 


To  dare  for  Truth  the  tyrant's  yoke. 
For  Liberty  the  rack  and  chain  : 

Those  who  woidd  dwarf  the  soul,  provoke 
The  vengeance  of  a  Saviom-  slain. 
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To  barter  Truth  for  ease  or  wcnlth. 
To  livo  on  ourtli  ii  living'  lit-  I — 

For  niontal  lile  and  spirit  boaltli — 
Than  living  thus,  'twere  life  to  die 

No  weapons  liave  tlie  power  to  kill 
The  iiiartvi-s  sufleriiig  for  the  Truth  : 

Their  souls  relea!je<l  surround  us  still, 
And  tlourish  in  immortal  youth. 

For  (Jod !  for  Clirist  they  bear  the  shame — 
The  scoff — the  taunt — the  biting  rod  I 

I'n>ud  to  be  worthy  of  the  name 
Of  martyrs  suffering  for  their  God. 

Thus  dying,  they  to  all  bequeathed 
A  hinta;.'e  which  all  should  give. 

Untainted,  pure  and  freely  breathed! 

They  perishe*!  that  the  Truth  might  live. 

From  seed  thus  sown  in  faith  aixl  love 
Spring  harvests  of  the  living  bread; 

The  world  was  lost  with  Christ  alive, 
Now  all  is  Life  by  Jesus  dead ! 


THE  WAVSIT>E  ("ROSS 

AMDNG    THE    V08GES    MOUNTAINS. 

HAT  wuvsitk-  cross  upun  tht-  hill, 
=jJi^     How  desolate  when  winds  blow  thill, 
And  clouds  their  icy  tears  dLstil  I 

A  simple  cross  so  high  and  lone, 
Of  rudest  form  ami  roujrhest  stone. 
Where  plaintive  winds  perjjetual  moan. 

And  moaninji  there  rise  many  a  sigh 
From  heavy  hearts — the  weeping  eye 
Unhecdetl  by  the  passer  by  ! 

Here  waj^ted  forms  with  matted  hair ; 
Victims  of  passion,  in  despair 
Would  shutiie  off  their  robe  of  care. 

A  robe  wrought  in  the  living  loom, 
"WLere  every  flower  of  life  might  bloom. 
Now  shrouded  by  the  clouds  of  doom. 

The  loni,  the  lost,  in  rage  and  pain 

For  succour  fly  to  it,  and  rain 

Their  burning  tears  to  cool  the  brain  ! 

B  B 
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Soul-sick  and  weary,  sad  and  weak, 
With  tDttcrin;.'  puit  and  channelled  cheek  : 
f  Jod  frrant  the  condort  that  they  seek  ! 

And  will  they  find  it  ?   Who  can  tell — 
Whilst  love  supreme  and  mercy  dwell 
W'liere  hearts  with  thoujrhti  repentant  swell  ? 

Oh,  will  they  find  it  ?     Who  dare  say 
That  11k  the  .Inst  will  nu-rcy  stay, 
AN'hen  tlius  (nrlcri).  Iljscliildren  pray? 

Thouph  fierce  coiToding  sin  oi)pres8ed, 
The  shelter  pahied,  the  sin  confessed, 
The  sinner  may  he  shrived  and  blessed. 

It  mav  he  fully,  hut  it  steals 

Like  luiim  into  their  heart,  and  heals 

When  conscience  roused,  ita  stain  reveals, 

'•  The  creed  is  false  !" — it  may  be  true, 

IJut  true  or  false,  if  it  subdue 

The  wrong  in  them,  'tis  right  and  true. 

Lo !  here  the  profligate  and  vile, 
I)cj)ravcd  and  out<;ast,  for  a  while 
May  find  a  home,  and  learn  to  smile ! 

The  reckless  outlaw's  last  resource. 
Victim  and  villain — with  remorse, — 
Mav  faint  and  falter  in  his  course ! 

And  here  the  weeping  Magdalene, 
Ujiou  the  mountain  top  unseen, 
^lay  clasp  the  cross  and  rise  serene  ! 
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In  every  scene  of  gain  or  loss, 

In  this  great  world  of  pitch  and  toss, 

'Tis  well  for  men  to  mark  the  cross. 

With  holy  zeal,  where  crosses  stand 
In  ^wn,  on  tower,  or  mountain  land, 
Their  spirit  makes  the  heart  expand. 

Blest  emblems  of  a  faith  divine. 
Like  beacons  on  a  hill  they  shine  ! 
Accept  the  truth,  adopt  the  sign  ! 

They  point  to  heaven,  the  spirit's  goal, 
They  cheer  the  heart,  exalt  the  soul,  | 
And  make  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 

Methinks  I  see  an  angel  there. 
Listening,  with  outspread  wings  to  bear 
On  high  the  penitential  prayer. 

All  glory  be  to  God,  since  they 

So  late  cast  down,  rise  bright  and  gay, 

And  pass  rejoicing  on  their  way  ! 

The  curtain  of  the  clouds  is  riven, 

The  cross  is  smit  with  rays  from  heaven. — 

Our  God  in  light  has  answer  given  ! 


■Ci 


I 


m 


"  ^v.\"» 


:^ 


o'>?i3 


NOTES. 


^^M^ 


I 


XOTES. 


Introductonj  Note  from  the  History  of  the  Fairfax 
Fa  mi  1 1/. 

OME  two  years  after  the  puhlioationof 
Sir  Uali'h  ue  Hayxe  ami  Lilian 
Grey,  my  friciul  Miss  Oakley,  who 
had  heen  roadiiiir  the  life  of  the  g^reat 
Lord  Fairfax,  drew  my  attention  to 

a  passage  in   the   work,   which   I    here   append, 

showing,  as  it  does,  how  nearly  a  work,  pnrelj 
timaginative,    may    approach    circumstances    and 

events  which  have  absolutely  occurred,  and  are 

historically  vouched  for. — F.  B. 

"  A  noteworthy  storv  attached  to  the  marriage 
of  the  second  Sir  William  Fairfax.  In  the 
lowland,  some  four  miles  away  from  Steeton,  near 
the  junction  of  the  rivers  Ouse  and  Wharfe,  stood 
the  very  small  but  ancient  Cistercian  Nunnery  of 
Appleton,  which  was  presided  over  by  the  last 
abbess,  the  Lady  Anna  Laxgtox.  A  young 
lady  named  Isabella  Thwaites,  who  was  an 
orphan,  and  a  great  heii-ess,  had  been  placed 
under  the  guardianship  of  Nunappleton  Abbess. 
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8hc  liad  been  allowed  t<i  visit  friends  in  the 
iieijrliboiirhood,  and  she  and  young  Williiim  Fair- 
fax loved  each  other.  Hut  the  schemin);  al)l)t'-> 
hail  othiT  views  for  her  yoiinj:  ward.  She  forbade 
the  P'airfax  lover  to  approueh  the  nunnery,  and 
eonfined  her  ward  within  its  walls.  At  last  an 
ortler  was  obtained  from  higher  authorities  to  re- 
lease the  girl.  IJut  even  then  it  wa.s  found  neces- 
sary to  make  a  lorcible  entry  into  the  nunnery  ; 
ami  Isabel  wa.s  carried  ofT  in  triumph,  to  be 
married  to  young  Fairfax  at  Hoi.ton  Aiibky. 

"  This  was  a  most  fortunate  and  auspicious 
union,  and  from  it  ilescended  all  the  statesmen 
an<l  warriors,  scholars  and  ])oets,  who  rendered 
famous  the  ancient  house  of  Fairfax.  Long  after- 
wards, when  the  fatnily  was  less  prosperous,  there 
was  an  old  York-hire  saying:  — 

"  '  Fairfax  shall  r«'gain 

The  ijlory  that  ha.s  tied, 
Wht-n  Stveton  onct-  again 

Nuiiappleton  shall  wed.' 

"Isabel  Thwaites  brought  to  her  husband  the 
estates  of  Denton  and  Ashworth,  in  beautiful 
Wharfedale,  and  tiiosc  of  Hishop  Hill  and  Davy 
Hall,  within  the  walls  of  York. 

"  Sir  William  Fairfax,  of  Steeton.  lived  for  many 
vears  with  his  beautiful  Isabel,  and  was  a  very 
intluential  knight  in  Yorkshire.  He  joined  the 
Pilgrimage  of  Grace ;  yet,  long  afterwards, 
Ilenrv  VIII.  addressed  him  as  'his  trusty  and 
well-beloved  knight.*  It  was  a  remarkable  retri- 
bution that  Xunappleton,  where  fair  Isabel  had 
been  so  ill  used  by  the  abbess,  should,  at  the  Re- 
formation, have  been  irranted  to  the  Fairfaxes  on 
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December  5tli,  1542.  The  same  lianl,  unfeeling 
Anna  Langton  had  to  .siirren'ler  her  nunnery  to 
Thomas  and  Guy,  the  youufr  sons  of  Sir  AVilliam 
and  Isabel,  who  j)ulled  down  the  relifrious  build- 
ings andt'rected  a  house  out  of  part  of  the  mate- 
rials. An  old  stone  with  '(iuido  Fairfax  '  carved 
upon  it,  now  forms  part  of  the  l)ri<lge  over  the 
stream  that  flows  into  the  Wharfe  at  Xun- 
appleton." 

Note  1.    Page  26. 
Sir  Ralph  de  Ruyne  and  Lilian  Grey. 

(Page  25.) 

[The  Author  tlianks  Mrs.  Nicholson,  widow  of  Dr. 
Nicholson,  so  lonjj  the  beloved  Rectt)r  of  the  Abbey 
Church,  for  many  useful  hints,  and  would  express 
his  obligations  to  the  friends  who  supplied  other  in- 
formation.] 

The  Society  of  Noviomagus  was  founded  in 
♦onsequenee  of  a  small  party  of  Fellows  of  the 
Society  of  Antitjuaries  having  agreed  to  make  an 
excavation  at  Ilolwood,  near  Keston,  in  Kent,  on 
the  spot  which  was  supposed  by  Stillingtleet  and 
other  antiquaries  to  be  the  Roman  station  of 
Noviomagus,  mentioned  in  the  Itinerary  of  Anto- 
ninus. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  Roman 
works  called  ''  Caesar's  Camp "  is  a  tumulus, 
known  oven  at  the  present  day  as  the  '"War 
bank,"  and  here  the  party  commenced  operations. 
They  discovered  the  foundations  of  a  temple  and 
several  ancient  stone  coffins,  Roman  remains,  &c. 
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Those  wiTC  (K'srrilieil  in  a  papiT  nad  before  iIm." 
Sdiicty  of  Aiiti(inarii'>;  on  the  '27tli  November, 
1828,  by  Mr.  Alfred  J.  Keinpe,  followed  by 
another  paper  bv  T.  Crofioii  Croker.  Mr. 
Haliiianiio  and  Mr.  W.  II.  Mrooke  were  also 
present. 

After  a  meetinj;  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries 
on  the  11th  Dert-inber,  1H28.  a  small  party  inte- 
rested in  the  matter  adjourned  to  C<irk  Street, 
litirlin<,'ton  fiardens,  ami  a  society,  "to  be  calle<l 
the  Society  of  Noviomajius,*'  was  then  and  there 
instituted.  The  following  week,  the  same  party 
being  present,  these  were  elected  :  — 


T.  Crofton  Croker 
A.  J.  Kempc  . 

Rfibert  I-i«'nnin 
II.  Bniiuiri'lh  .     . 
W.  II.  IJr.H.ke     . 
Kobort  Bulmanno 
John  liouse 


President 

Vjcc-lVesident. 

Tri-asurer. 

l'iK?t  r^aiirt'Bto. 

rriniipul  Artist  inordinary. 

Scvretiiry.  protein. 

Usher  of  the  Black  Ro<l. 


Subsequently    the   following    gentlemen    were 
elected : — 


W.  Jenlan .... 
W.  II.  Ro&ser      .     . 
J.  Bowyer  Xicholls  . 
Rov.  J.  Lindsay  . 
Sir  William  B^tliain  . 
J.  R.  Plamhf.     .     . 
Thoma.s  Saunders 
W.  J.  Thoms,F.S.A. 
"WilliamWansev.F.S.A 
F.W.  Fairholt;F.S.A. 


Father  Confessor. 
Secretary. 
Tvj>o;n^pher. 
Chamberlain, 
(ienealugist. 
Dramatist. 
Attoniey-General. 
Notes  and  Queries. 
.The  Fishmonfjfer. 
The  Draufjhtsman. 


They  met  every  Thursday  evening,  after  leav- 
ing Somerset  House,  at  some  convenient  place  in 
the  neighbourhood,  to  partake  of  a  supper,  which. 
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in  those  primitive  <lays.  consisted  of  Welsh  rure- 
l)its,  potatoes  and  butter,  Glenlivat  whisky, 
lemons,  and  simar  :  and,  at  the  close  of  the  ses- 
sion, a  trip  was  arranjjed  to  Keston  Cross  or  some 
other  ]if.ife  of  interest. 

The  members  at  the  time  the  Lkgend  was  pub- 
lished were :  — 

The  Lord  High  President  S.  C.  Hall,  F.S.A. 

The  Baronet    .     .     .     .Sir  F.  G.  Moon,  Bt.,  K.S.A. 

The  Arfhitwt.     .     .     .  Gt'orpe  GckIwIii.  F.S.A. 

The  rhysifian     .     .     .   Dr.  Steveu.son.  F.S.A. 

Till'  Ainerican  Minister   Hcnrv  Stevens,  F.S.A. 

Thf  Sculptor  ....   Josc|il>  Durham.  F.S.A. 

The  cx-SheriH"     .     .     .  Charles  Hill.  F.S.A. 

The  Librarian  .   Joshua      W.      Butterwurth, 

F.S.A. 

The  Photographer   .     .   Dr.  Hii;,'li  Diamond.  F.S.A. 

The  Friar IMwiii  H.  Lawrence,  F.S.A. 

The  Absentee      .     .     .   (^harles  HaUlitte,  F.S.A. 

The  Associate      .     .     .   Wm.  Chatters  (late),  F.S.A. 

Treasurer,  Laureate,  &1  t^        •    t>     _    i    i?  <  a 
.    ..       o        .  >rrancis  ix>nnoch,  r.S.A. 

Actmg  Secretary   .    J 

Thirteen  beinjj  theoriirinal  nundier  of  members 
enrolled,  continues  a  rule  of  the  brotherhood. 

The  list  of  membei-s  remains  the  same  this  year 
(1877),  with  the  exception  of  The  Babonkt — 
deceased  :  and  the  Associate — retired.  But, 
with  the  addition  of — 

The  Merchant      .     .  .  Charles  J.  Leaf,  F.S.A. 

The  State  Physician  .   Dr.  Richardson.  F.S.A. 

The  Public  Orator   .  .  Wvke  Bavliss.  F.S.A. 

The  Book  Worm      .  .   George  Biillen,  F.S.A. 

The  number  is  therefore  now  fifteen,  which  is 
in  perfect  accordance  with  the  understanding 
that  a  law  broken,  is  the  law  observed ! 
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Note  2.    Pajre  27. 

''Martyr  Alhnn'x  Toicn"  also  "yl6**y  CAurcA." 
(Pages  27  and  28.) 

In  rc:ipect  of  .situation  there  are  few  abbeys  in 
F^iiglanil  superior  to  that  of  St.  Albans,  stand- 
ing as  it  does,  so  grandly  on  the  side  of  a  hill, 
surrounded  by  a  large  extent  of  richly  varied 
and  interesting  landscape.  On  the  other  side  of 
the  Ver  arc  the  gentle  slopes  of  ancient  Venilam, 
and  l)eyond  and  around  are  lovely  heights  covered 
with  noble  woods,  producing  effects  of  beauty  and 
richness  of  effect  probably  uncfpialled.  .Vn  old 
rhyme  says  : — 

•'  When  Verulam  stootl, 
St.  Alhans  was  a  wood  ; 
Now  V.-nilam's  down, 
St.  Alhiins  is  a  town." 

Note  3.     Pages  27  and  -28. 

St.  Albans  and  \'eridiim. 

The  fine.«t  view  of  St.  Albans  is  obtained  from 
the  south  side,  on  the  raised  ground,  where  still, 
in  the  ruins  of  the  massy  walls,  may  be  traced 
the  power  of  the  Romans,  tlic  once  mighty  con- 
querors of  the  world,  and  the  extent  of  the 
ancient  and  great  city  of  Verulam,  from  which 
St.  Alban  went  forth  to  the  grassy  slopes  of  the 
opposite  hill,  resolved  and  willing  to  die  as  the 
first  British  martyr  to  the  faith  in  Christ.  From 
this  eminence,  the  site  of  ancient  Verulam,  the 
view  is  one   of  picturesque  beauty.     Where  St. 
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Alban  shed  his  blood,  rises  in  majestic  <ri"andeur 
the  venerable  Al>bcy  Church,  surrounded,  or 
nearly  so,  by  the  modem  town  of  St.  Albans. 
The  little  river  Ver,  from  which  the  ancient 
city  took  its  name,  meanders  <rraeel\illy  through 
the  vaTley,  until  it  joins  the  Colne,  some  four 
miles  to  the  south-east.  In  the  summer  time, 
the  fertile  fields  of  wavinjr  corn,  the  preen 
meadows,  and  the  sylvan  scenery,  complete  a 
picture  which  the  mind  cannot  contemplate  with- 
out pleasurable  emotion. — Mason. 

The  Holy  Albau  Avas  slain  because  he  had 
sheltered,  and  allowed  to  escape,  Amphil>olous,  a 
deacon  of  the  Christian  Church,  and  brou^rht 
upon  himself  the  death  from  which  he  had 
rescued  his  friend.  ^lany  ciairches  were  built, 
and  dedicated  to  the  name  of  the  proto-martvr, 
notably  St.  Alban's,  Wood  Street,  which  wa.s 
built  by  Ofta.  Kinjr  of  the  Mercians,  and  used  as 
his  chapel,  being  contiguous  to  his  palace  in 
London. 

Note  4. 

Lilian  Grey.      (Page  28.) 

Edmond,  Earl  of  Kent,  was  originally  Lord 
Grey  of  Kuthyn,  and  created  Earl  by  Edward  IV. 
He  had  a  son,  Sir  Anthony  Grey,  whose  mother 
was  daughter  of  Henry  Percy.  Earl  of  Northum- 
berland. It  has  been  stated  that  he  was  killed 
at  the  battle  of  St.  Albans  ;  this,  however,  is 
doubted  :  some  confusion  having  arisen  between 
Grey  of  Ruthyn  and  Sir  John  Grey  of  Groby, 
killed  in  the  battle,  fighting  on  the  side  of  Lan- 
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caster ;  and  his  widow,  Elizabeth  Wootlville, 
became  the  Queen  of  Edward  IV. — Dr.  Nichol- 
son. 

The  precise  relationship  of  Lilian  Grey  to 
these  noble  houses,  it  is  difficult  now  to  deter- 
mine. 

Note  5. 

Gorhumbury  and  St.  Michael.      (I'age  28.) 

On  the  floor  is  the  brass  effigy  of  Ranff 
(Raljth)  Kowlott,  merchant  of  the  Staple  at 
Calais,  an  ancient  company  of  foreifrn  merchants, 
incorporated  bv  Edward  III.  lie  was  the  lineal 
ancestor  of  Sarah,  Diuhess  of  Marll)orongh. 
The  estates  of  Gorhanibury  and  Sandrid^re,  with 
others,  had  been  granted  to  him  by  Henry  VI 1 1, 
at  the  dissolution  of  the  monastery.  His  i«on 
•Ivinjj,  his  two  daughters  became  co-heiresses. 
Mary  or  Margery,  the  eldest,  inherited  Grorham- 
bury,  and  married  John  Maynard,  Esq.,  of 
Ea.sting,  in  the  coimty  of  Essex,  who  sold  the 
whole  of  his  estate  in  the  neijrlibourhood  of  St. 
Albans  to  Sir  Nicholas  Bacon,  Knight,  afterwards 
Lord  Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal  in  the  reign  of 
Queen  Elizabeth.  Bacon  was  buried  in  St. 
Michael's  Church. 

The  ancient  Watling  Street  seems  to, have 
passed  a  little  to  the  southward  of  St.  Michael's 
Church,  and  led  past  Gorharabury,  the  residence 
of  the  Earl  of  Verulam,  where  a  portion  of  the 
ruins  of  the  mansion  of  Robert  de  Gorham,  and 
where  Lord  Bacon  resided,  may  still  be  seen. — 
Dh.  Nicholson. 
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Note  6. 

"  From  Sopioeirs  cloisters."      (Page  28,) 

Matthew  Paris  relates  that  two  women  havin"- 
entered  on  a  recluse  life  in  a  hut  which  they  had 
constructed  near  the  river,  the  abbot  built  a  house 
tor  their  better  acconmiudation,  j)lacin<j  therein 
thirteen  sisters  under  the  rule  of  .St,  Benedict, 
As  the  first  two  women  used  to  dip  their  dry 
bread  in  the  water  of  a  neijrhbouring  sprinjr.  the 
place  was  called  Sopwell,  or  Sop  in  the  Well. 
Books  were  printed  at  St.  Albans  as  early  as 

.the  year  1480.  The  first  treatise  on  hunting 
which  ever  issued  from  the  press  was  the  "  Hoke 

/of  8aint  Alban,"  written  by  Dame  Juliana  Barns 
(otherwise  Bemers),  the  Prioress  of  Sopwell, 
and  printed  in  the  monastery,  1486,  a  copy  of 
which  is  in  the  collection  of  Earl  Spencer,  and 
another  in  the  University  Library,  Cambridge, 
It  is  divided  into  three  sections  :  one  on  huntintr. 

^one  on  fishing,  and  one  on  coat  armour — a  curious 
study  for  a  nun. — Dr,  Nicholson's  History. 

Note  7. 

"  Should  seek  the  Alley  Church."      (Page  28,) 

In  1077,  Paul,  of  the  Abbey  of  Caen,  in  Nor- 
mandy, was  appointed  to  preside  over  St.  Albans, 
and  within  eleven  years  constructed  the  greater 
part  of  the  Abbey  Church,  He  was  powerfiilly 
assisted  by  his  kinsman  Lanfi-anc,  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  who  was  succeeded  by  Anselm,  Abbot 
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of  Rec.  The  new  church  was  raagiiificently  dedi- 
cated on  the  5th  of  the  Kalends  of  January,  1115, 
by  (JcofFrey,  Archbishop  of  Rouen,  assisted  by 
Robert,  Bishop  of  Lincohi,  Roper  of  Sarura,  Ralph 
of  Durham,  and  Richard  of  Londou,  and  many 
more  abbots,  in  tlie  presence  of  Kina  Henry  I., 
Matilda  his  Queen,  and  many  earls,  barons,  nc)ble8 
— illustrious  personages  of  whom  the  number  is 
unknown  because  of  the  multitude;  on  which  day 
all  remained  feastinp  and  rejoicing  in  the  Court  of 
St.  Albnn,  the  blessed  Protomartyr  of  the  English. 
— Hicki^er's  History,  p.  5,  &c. 

Note  8. 

"  Miller  s  lake-like  dam."      (Page  32.) 

"  Many  buildings  in  the  occupation  of  the  Abbey 
.stofnl  in  its  immediate  vicinity  :  the  Grange  and 
the  Mill  were  ranged  towards  the  west,  and  ex- 
tcndetl  over  a  considerable  surface, and  large  tracts 
of  land,  including  the  orchards,  pasturage,  and  fish- 
pools  stretched  along  the  southern  side,  supply- 
ing by  their  various  stores  the  constant  demands 
of  hospitality,  contributing  in  no  small  degree  to 
the  character  and  splendour  of  the  domain." — 
Buckler's  I/istori/,  p.  166. 

Note  9. 

"  01(1  heathen  Verulatn,  whose  stones."  (Page  32.) 

Matthew  Paris  expressly  records  the  fact  that 
the  ruins  of  Verulam  were  resorted  to  for  supply- 
inir  materials  for  the  re-edification  of  the  church. 
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The  evidence  seems  irresistihle  that  the  material 
was  not  made  for  the  Church  of  St.  Albans,  but 
that  tlie  building  was  to  some  extent  designed  to 
suit  the  materials.  The  l)ricks  and  tiles  were 
dou])tless  formed  eight  centuries  before  the  time 
when  they  were  used  to  construct  a  Clu-istian 
church,  and  may  have  been  taken  from  the  theatre 
or  the  temple  of  the  gods.  From  the  foundation 
to  the  uppermost  courses  of  the  walls,  even  to  the 
parapet  of  the  tower,  is  of  tile  construction.  Veru- 
1am,  with  tlie  addition  of  some  portions  of  the  ohl 
Saxon  church,  which  was  wholly  destroyed,  served 
to  construct  the  new  buihlingof  the  Abbey  Cliurdi. 
The  bricks  were  very  large,  measuring  It!  X  IJ 
X  If  ;  and  one  discovered  on  the  site  of  Verulam. 
and  ])reserve<l  at  Oaklands,  weighs  '21  lbs. —  Con- 
densed  from  Uvcklek's  JJisturi/,  j>.  22.  S:^. 

Note  10. 

"  The  stately  column."      (Page  33.) 

The  most  remarkable  instance  of  attempting  to 
i  harmonize  tiie  ilifTerent  periods  of  architecture 
occurs  in  the  eighth  pillar  frttm  the  west  end  on 
tlie  north  side  of  the  nave.  The  broad  members 
in  the  front,  and  in  one  reveal,  have  been  formed 
with  segments  of  circles,  and  the  intermediate 
angles  sloped  off — a  rude  resemblance  of  the  clus- 
tered columns  opposite,  and  at  the  west  end — but 
the  attempt  was  not  sufficiently  encouraging  to  be 
persisted  in,  and  the  mutilated  column  remains,  as 
it  was  left,  unfinished  by  the  workmen. — Buckler's 
History,  p.  144. 

c  c 
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Note  11. 

"  T/ie  stately  column's  clustered  stone."  (Page  33.) 

Here  we  observe  the  Norinnii  or  Komancsquc 
style  (if  tlie  twelfth  eoiiturv,  the  Eailv  Kn^.'lish  or 
first  (lothic  style  of  the  tliirteenth  century,  aiul 
the  Decorated  style  of  the  fourteenth  century-. 
Tlie  place  on  the  north  series  of  arches,  where 
the  Nomian  emis  and  the  Gnthic  betrins.  deserves 
notice.  The  iliistered  Early  Kn;.dish  |iillars  of 
the  sixth  arch  of  the  nave  spring  out  oy  the  mas- 
sive Xornian  pier. — Mason. 

Note  1-2. 

^'  And  jnerced  the  neck  of  Ralph  de  Rarpie." 

(Page  35.) 

The  first  battle  of  St.  Albans  was  fought  on  the 
'2.3rd  May,  1-155,  between  Henry  VI.  and  Richaitl, 
Dukf  I'f  York.  A  strong  party,  led  by  the  Earl 
of  ^^llrwick,  burst  into  the  townwitli  great  shout- 
ing, antl  overcame  the  royal  army,  which  lost  heart 
and  fle<l.  The  king,  fiiuling  himself  alone,  and  de- 
serteil,  and  troundrd  in  the  neck  hi/  an  arniu\  took 
refuge  in  a  small  cottage  occupied  by  a  baker, 
where  he  was  found  by  the  Duke  of  York,  who 
with  all  courtesy  conducted  the  crestfallen 
monarch  first  to  the  Abbey,  and  next  day  to 
London. — Mason. 

Note  13.  I 

"  The  Priest  in  grand  array  of  state."    (Page  38.) 

In  the  IJritish  ^luscum  there  is  a  picture 
headed  "  Tlie  Parliament  holden  at  Westminster 
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the  fourtli  of  Fel).,  tlio  third  yearc  of  our  Sove- 
roi^nic  Lord  King  Ileiuv  tlie  8th,  a.d.  1572," 
during  the  rule  of  Abbot  Kamuvgo,  in  whieli  tlie 
figure  and  dress  of  each  ecclesiastic  digiiitarv  are 
depictc-^l :  abbots  of  least  note  lead  the  proces- 
sion two  and  two  hrst,  and  llicn  those  of  hii:hcr 
dignity,  the  Abbot  of  Tewkesbury  and  the  Prior 
of  Coventry  leading,  and  tlie  Abbots  of  St.  Albans 
and  Westminster  are  the  hist  ])air. 

All  the  abbots,  witli  two  exceptions,  have  the 
aame  dress — a  jilain  cassock  and  cap  with  an 
ample  robe  of  jmrple.  having  folds  beliind  as  a 
hood.  None  of  the  ablxits  wear  mitres.  Tlie 
bishops  wear  the  same  simj)le  caps  as  tlje  abbots, 
and  only  the  archbishops,  who  dose  the  proces- 
sion, wear  tlie  mitre. — Xichoi.son. 

Robert  de  Gorlnim  was  tlie  first  abbot  on  whom 
the  mitre  was  conferred,  and  the  Abbots  of  St. 
Albans  were  authorized  by  the  Pope  to  take 
precedence  of  all  others  in  England. — Mason's 
Guide. 

Note  14. 

*'  Where  great  Duke  Humphrey  lies  in  state.'' 
(Page  38.) 

IIuin]>hrcy.  Duke  of  Gloucester,  who  died  at 
Bury,  February  28th,  1447,  was  buried  in  the 
Church  of  St.  Albans,  where  a  sujierb  monument 
was  erected  to  his  memory.  He  was  fourth  and 
youngest  son  of  Henry  IV.,  and  Protector  of  the 
Kingdom  during  the  minority  of  his  uejjhew, 
Henry  VI. 

The  iron  grating  is  generally  considered  to  be 
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of  a  <iate  prior  to  the  erection  of  the  monument, 
and  \va>  intended  to  jrive  t<>  |iil;,'rini!i,  and  other 
visitors  in  the  aisle,  a  view  of  the  shrine  in  the 
centre  of  tlie  Feretory,  or  Saint's  Chapel. 

Duke  Ilnmplnx'V  founded  the  Divinity  Sc-hiud 
at  Oxford,  and  commenee<l  theecdlettion  of  hooks 
which  formed  the  nucleus  of  the  Bodleian  Library; 
thnu^di  all,  save  two,  of  the  hooks  ])resen*e<l  by 
him  were  destroyed  hy  the  Visitors  in  the  time  of 
Iviwanl  VI. 

The  story  of  his  death — murder  rather — at 
lUirv  St.  Kdmunds.  and  the  «!etails  of  the  removal 
of  Ills  body  to  St.  Ailtans,  were  pvdilislied  by  the 
('umdeu  Society  in  1856. 

Note  15. 

"  His  left  hand  held  a  feathery  palm."  (Page  39.) 

On  the  5th  December,  15.'}9,  the  kinjr's  com- 
missioners came  to  St.  Albans,  when  the  fortieth 
abbot,  llichanl  Horeman,  alias  De  Stevenache, 
sijnied  a  deed  of  surrender,  and  delivered  up  the 
seal  t)f  tlie  monastery,  which  is  now  in  the  British 
Museum.  It  is  made  of  ivory,  and  represents  St. 
Alban  holding  in  his  hand  a  branch  of  the  pahu- 
tree. — Maso>. 

Note  16. 
Shrine.      (Page  39.) 

Abl)Ot  Geoffrey,  in  the  fifth  year  of  his  pre- 
lacy, conunenced  a  glorious  siirine  of  marvellous 
workmanshij)  for  the  Blessed  Alban,  our  patron. 
....  And  he  made  it  of  hammered  work  raised 
and  brought  out,  and  he  filled  in  the  hollows  with 
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cement,  nnd  compk-ted  tlio  ch-uanoc  of  the  wliole 
body  of  till'  sliriiH'  \>y  a  stri'ply  niised  ridgo,  and 
this  still  further  ln-autKitd  the  wholo. 

And  wlien  all  the  j)arts  of  the  shrine  were 
thus  Imnilsdincly  executed,  he  had  the  whole 
richly  ^ilt,  so  that  they  rather  appeared  to  be  of 
gold  than  silver.  From  the  aneient  treasury  of 
the  ehureh  jewels  wei-e  brou<;ht  f<irth  for  its  deco- 
ration— one  sanlonyx  beinj  of  such  size  that  it 
could  scurci'ly  be  held  in  one  hand,  and  none 
other  was  like  unto  it.  This  unrivalle<l  stone  was 
piven  to  the  church  by  Kin<r  Ktheldred,  the 
father  of  Kdward,  the  most  pious  kiu<r  of  KuL'land. 
All  bcini:  prepared,  the  remains  of  the  llolv  Alban 
were  duly  translated  thereunto  on  the  aimiversarv 
of  the  festival  of  St.  Peter. —  Condensed  from 
Buckler's  History,  j>.  48,  ^-c. 

Note  17. 
"  Till  glancing  on  the  Holy  Roodr    (Page  39.) 

Inthe  time  of  Abbot  William  of  Trumping- 
ton,  Master  Walter  de  Colchester,  then  Sacrist,  an 
incomparable  jjainter  and  sculptor,  erected  a 
loft  «)r  jmlpitutn  in  the  midiUe  of  the  church,  with 
its  grent  Rood  and  Mary  and  John,  and  other 
carvings  and  handsome  decorations,  at  the  cost 
of  the  Sacristy,  but  by  the  diligence  of  his  own 
labour. 

The  altar  was  solemnly  dedicated  bv  John, 
Bishop  of  Ardfert,  in  honour  of  the  IIolv  Cross, 
and  the  same  bishop  consecrated  the  great  Rood, 
which,  with  its  images,  wa.s  placed  oyer  this  altar. 
From  which  it  is  evident  that  an  altar  in  honour 
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of  the  Ildly  Cross,  enclosed  by  an  iron  screen, 
stood  at  the  entrance  to  the  Sanctuary. — BiCK- 
kkr's  History,  p.  70. 


Note  18. 

"  From  fretted  roof  and  cloisters  diin^  (Pa^cre  41 .) 

AMtot  Robert,  in  the  twelftli  century,  erected 
one  cloister  alon^  the  east  side.  Abl)ot  Trump- 
in<:t()n  constructed  several  others,  chiefly  of  oak 
tiinlier,  some  of  which  rciiiain.  Abbot  Kogcr,  who 
80  greatly  adorned  the  interior  of  the  church, 
built  a  cloister  against  the  south  wall  of  the 
n:ivc.  in  a  superb  stylo  of  architecture.  The  un- 
rivalled elegance  of  the  design  baffles  any  attempt 
at  description,  and  the  hand  which  jierfomied  the 
work  witli  such  extraordinary  delicacy  anil  beauty 
liad  attained  its  utmost  skill.  But  nothing  now 
remains  of  this  work  than  that  which  could  not 
easily  be  severed  from  the  wall  of  the  church. — 
Condensed  from  Buckler's  History,  p.  258. 

Note  19. 
"  TTie  veil  and  wreath,"  S)-c.     (Page  42.) 

In  the  south  aisle  of  the  nave  hangs  the  frame- 
work of  a  chaplet,  and  the  tradition  has  been 
handed  down,  that  it  formed  a  part  of  a  marriage 
<rarlan<l  of  a  bride,  who  died  on  her  weddinj-dav, 
and  was  said  to  have  been  buried  near  the  gpot. 
— Mason. 

[If  considerable  liberty  has  been  taken  with 
dates,  the  unities  of  the  poem  may  plead  au  ex- 
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fuse;  and  I  learn,  witli  ]ileasure,  tliat  a  niece  of 
Dr.  Nicholson  luis  suijplied  the  new  wreaths  for 
many  years  past.] 

Xote  20. 

•    "  Riiii^r  the  helhr      (Page  42.) 

The  Abbot  Paul  furni.shed  the  tower  with 
bells,  and  a  certain  noble  named  Litholf,  who  re- 
sided in  a  woodland  jjart  of  the  ncijrhl>ourhood, 
added  one  still  larger  and  more  laudable  than  the 
rest.  Having  a  good  stock  of  sheep  and  goats,  he 
sold  many  of  them  and  bought  a  bell,  of  which,  as 
he  heard  the  new  sound  wiicn  suspended  in  the 
tower,  he  said  jocosely,  "  Hark  !  how  sweetly  my 
goats  and  my  sheep  bleat."  His  wife  procuretl 
another  bell  for  the  same  place,  and  the  two  to- 
gether produced  the  most  sweet  harmotiy,  which, 
when  tlie  lady  heard,  she  said :  "  I  <h)  not  think 
this  union  is  wanting  of  the  Divine  favour,  which 
united  me  to  my  husband  in  lawful  matrimony 
and  the  bond  of  mutual  affection. '" — Bickler's 
History. 

Xote  21. 
"  The  Organ  swelhr     (Page  43.) 

John  of  Whcathampstead  was  re-elected  Abbot 
in  1451,  and  about  this  time  gave  to  his  church  a 
pair  of  organs,  on  which  and  their  erection  he 
spent  fifty  pounds. 

Xo  organ  in  any  monastery  in  England  was 
comparable  to  one  of  these  for  size,  and  tone,  and 
workmanship. — Dh.  Xicholsok. 
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',  nil. 

Ae,  t)iip. 

.1//.  off. 

.l/iirc,  l>efori'. 

Aft,  ort. 
A/ten,  otteri. 
.iibtint,  [>erha]><). 
A  in,  own. 
Alakf,  n\nA. 
Alanr,  nloiit'. 
Anuiift,  nimost. 
Amniif;,  among. 
Au\  unil,  if. 
Alice,  once. 
.In*,  ont>. 

Aiient,  over,  n^rninst. 
Anither,  anotlit-r. 
Aught,  anything,  auk^lit. 
Auld,  old.    , 
AtMi,  at,  alk 
Awa,  away. 
Au[tn',  awful. 
Ai^ont,  beyond. 


fi.r,  ball. 
Bairn,  child. 
Htiith,  both. 
Ii<in,  to  swear. 
liune,  bone. 
liautd,  bold. 

Ban  sent,  white   stripe  on 
horse's  face. 


Ben,  parlour. 
Henk,  book. 
Btji,  to  build. 
Biss^t,  built. 
Hirk,  birch. 
Birkie,  cli-vcr  lad. 
Btiite,  bashful. 
Binw,  to  blow. 
Bleeiiug,  blazing. 
Blether,  non.Mrisc. 
Bleth'rin,  ttilkiiig  idly. 
Blink,   a    little    while,    n 

bright  xmile. 
BliiitI,  bloixl. 
Blithe,  cheerful. 
Bonnie, or bitnnv,  beautiful. 
Bracken,  fern. 
Brae,  tiie  slope  of  a  hdl. 
Braid,  broad. 
Briik,  broke. 

Bntw,  fine,  well  clothed. 
Brt'ckans,  ferns. 
Breeks,  breeches. 
Brent,  smooth. 
Brig,  l)ndge. 
Brither,  brother. 
Brose,  oatmeal  and  butter, 

with  hot  water. 
Burn,  a  small  river. 
Bnrnie,  a  rivulet. 
Bitshie,  bushy. 
Bufkit,  dressed. 
But  the  houfe,  kitchen. 
Byre,  cow-house. 
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C'.l,  call. 

Ca't,  or  ca'd,  called. 

Cadger,  carrier, 

Caini,    a    Ilea  J)   of   loose 

stones. 
Callaiij  bov. 
Caiiie,    (jr   cainiie,  gentle, 

mild,  clever. 
Gil  II  tie,  or  cant  I),  cheerful, 

merry. 
Curl,  old  man. 
Curlin,  old  woman. 
Cull  lit,  cold. 
Chuft,  cheek. 
Clues,  clothes. 
Cluiiers,  nonsense. 
Clatter,  idle  talk. 
Cluvers,  nnuloHi  speech. 
•   Claw,  scratch.  ^ 

Cleckit,    hooked,   ami-in- 
^      ann. 
C/iwAnj'jjerkinfj,  clinking'. 
Coilu,       kyle  —  Ayrshire 

dialect. 
Collie,  shepherd's  dog. 
Coi]f,      ciiif,      blockhead, 

ninny. 
Cosie,  snug. 
Citsilu,  snugly. 
Qitter,  cottager. 
Coup,    or    coup,     barter, 

tumble. 
Couiiet,  exchanged,  tum- 
^  bled. 

Crahbit,  fretful. 
Craw,  crow. 
Creel,  basket, 
Crmin,  to  hum  a  tune. 
Curling,  a  game  on  ice. 
Cushat,  wood  pigeon. 
Cuttti,  short. 

DADDIE,  father. 
i)(;/ffn,  joking,  teasing. 
Dujt,  giddy,  foolish. 


Vainty,  nice,  agreeable. 

Dales,  plains,  valleys. 

Dnnr,  dare. 

Deil,  devil. 

Diglit,  wiiK*. 

Ding,  push. 

Diiiiia,  do  not. 

Dirl,  a  tn-mulous  sound. 

Doited,  stupefied. 

Douce,  ch'ver,  prudent. 

Doiire,  sullen. 

Douie,  wearied. 

Drop,  drop, 

Dreigli,  long,  tedious. 

Dnjt,  heap  of  snow. 

K'E,  eye. 

hlen,  eyes. 

Kerie,  spirit  frightened. 

Kn',  end. 

Kiieiigh.  enough. 

Ktlle,  attempted,  hoped. 

Kiident,  ddigent. 

FA\  fall. 
Fa's,  falling. 
Fae,  foe. 
Faem,  foam. 
Fund,  did  find. 
Fash,  trouble. 
Fashed,  troubled. 
Fuuld,  a  fold,  to  fold. 
Fuiilding,  folding. 
FearJ'u',  fearful. 
Fear't,  frighteii. 
Fecht,  to  fight. 
Ferk,  many,  plenty. 
Fidge,  to  fidget. 
Fidgen,  restle.ss. 
Fit,  a  foot. 

J-'/ffc/i, to  supplicate  flatter- 
ingly. 
Fleeched,  supplicated. 
Fleechen,  sujjplicating. 
Fley,  to  frighten. 
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Fliinkie,  servant  (male). 
Forbye,  besidert. 
Forgather,    to   meet   acci- 
dentally. 
Forgie,  for<rive. 
Foil,  full,  intoxicated. 
Frae,  from. 
Frien',  friend. 
Fu',  full. 
t'uke,  troubled  by  trifles. 


GAB,  the  mouth. 

Gae,  jfo ;  gued,  went ;  guen, 
pone  ;  gauii,  poing. 

Gait,  way,  manner,   road. 

Gang,  to  go,  walk. 

Gar,  to  make,  force  to. 

Gar't,  compelled. 

Geek,  to  tos.4  the  head. 

Ghaist,  ghost. 

Gie,  to  give;  gied,  gave; 
gien,  given. 

Glaikit,  foolish. 

Gleg,  slinrj). 

Glint,  gleam,  instant  peep. 

Glinteii,  briefly  illumineu. 

Glintin,  brief  sparkle. 

Glower,  to  stare. 

Goican,  daisy,  La  Mar- 
guerite. 

Gowany,  dai-sied. 

Gowd,  gold. 

Gowk,  cuckoo,  simpleton. 

Grannie,  grandmotlier. 

Grat,  wept. 

Gree,  to  agree,  conquer. 

Greet,  to  shed  tears. 

Grun,  the  ground. 

Gurfe,  the  Supreme  Being. 

Guid,  good. 

Giiidinan  and  guidwife, 
master  and  mistress. 

Giillii,  a  large  clasp  knife. 

Gyte,  foolish. 


II A\  hall. 

Hae,  to  have. 

lluffet.i,  temples,  side  of 

head. 
Haivers,  nonsense. 
Hame,  home. 
Hamelii,  homely. 
Han,  or  hann,  liand. 
Hap,  to  cover. 
Hand,  to  hold. 
Haverel,  halfwitted. 
Hech,  oh,  strange. 
Herd,  to  tend  flocks. 
Hel,  hot. 

Ileiigh,  pit  or  furrow. 
Hirple,  to  walk  lamely. 
Hizzie,  young  woman. 
Ho^-score,  a  line  across  ice 

rnik. 
Honlet,  owl. 
Hurdles,  the  loins,  hips. 

J',  in. 

Ilk,  ilka,  each,  every. 

Ingle,  fire. 
Hher,  other. 

JAU,  jade, 
Joiik,  daily. 
Jimp,  slender. 
Jimpie,  very  slender. 
Jouk,  stoop. 

KAIL,  broth,  colewort. 

Keek,  peep. 

Ken,  know. 

Kenn'd,  or  kent,  knew. 

Kennen,  knowing. 

Kennin,  a  small  matter. 

Kiltj  to  truss  up  petti- 
coats. 

Kin',  kindred,  kind. 

Kim',  churn,  hai-vest- 
feast. 

Kith,  related. 
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Kittle,  tickle,  ticklisli. 
Kmme,  n  round  iiilluck. 
A'l/e,  cows. 
Kyte,  belly. 

LAD,  a  youth. 
Laddie,  sfiiall  boy. 
Lai^h,  low. 
Laith,  loath. 
LaithJ'n,  bashful. 
7.«nc,  lone. 
Luiielu,  lonely. 
Ldiii;,  lon;^. 
Lave,  the  rest. 
Laverock,  lark. 
I^ii^h,  laughed. 
7.(7 f,  sky. 
/J/r,  to  sincf. 
Liminer,  wanton  woman. 
Link,  to  trip  lit^htly. 
^ Liiikin;  trijipin-;. 
Linn,  firorse,  waterfall. 
Loof,  |)alm  of  hand. 
Loof,  did,  let. 
Loup,  jump. 
Ln^,  ear. 
Lum,  chimney. 
Luntin,  smoking'. 
*Lyart,  mixture  with  grey. 

MA  E',  more. 
Maii^ritm.s,  notions. 
Mail-,  more. 
Maist,  most,  almost. 
Maistltj,  mostly. 
Mak,  make. 
Mang,  among. 
3Ia;iHi7ii«, endearing  term 

for  boy. 
Manfe,  minister's  house. 
Matin,  must. 
Mavis,  thrush. 
Maw,  mow. 
Mowing,  mowing. 
Men ',  to  mend. 


Mense,  good  mannerly. 
Minnie,  mother. 
Mirk,  mirkest,  dark,  dark- 
est. 
Mither,  mother. 
Man',  month. 
Many,  or  mmiie,  manj'. 
Monrlun',  stretch  of  moors. 
Mom,  to-moiTow. 
Muckle,  mickle,  much. 
Muset,  myself. 

iV.-l',  no,  not,  nor. 
A'ae,  no,  not,  nay. 
Naetliing,  nothing. 
Napptj,  ale,  licjuor. 
Neibour,  neighbour. 
A'euk,  corner. 
\iest,  next. 
Xieve,  fist. 
Kit,  nut. 
Xowte,  black  cattle. 

0',  of. 

Och'on,  alas. 

Onii,  any. 

O't,  of  it. 

Oursel,    ouvsels,    ourself, 

ourselves. 
Owre,  over. 

PALI  RICK,  partridge. 
Pawku,    jxiukie,   cunning, 

sly: 
Pit,  to  put. 

Plack,  small  Scottish  coin. 
Plackless,  penniless. 
Prie,  to  taste. 
Pried,  tasted. 
Preen,  pin. 

RASH,  rush. 
Rattan,  rat. 
Raw,  a  row. 
Reek,  smoke. 
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Reekin,  smokinff. 
Reekit,  smoked. 
Ri^,  a  rid^'e. 
Rill,  to  iTiii,  to  meet. 
Rink,  a  course  on  ice. 
liiiinin,  running. 
Riiose,  to  praise. 
RoHn',  round. 
Roup,  auction. 
Rou/iet,  lioiirse,  sold. 
Routh,  routhie,  very  much. 
Ritn^,     cudgel,     ladder- 
step. 
Runt,  cabbage  stem. 

SAE,  so. 

Saft,  sort. 

Suir,  sore,  to  serve. 

Sairltj,  or  sairlie,  sorely. 

Sark,  shirt. 

Saul,  soul. 

Saut,  salt. 

Saivin,  sowing. 

Scaur,  precipice,  scarred. 

Sel,  self. 

Sen,  to  send. 

Sheen,  bright,  shining. 

Sheus;h,  ditch. 

Shiet,ihielin,  shelter,  shed. 

Shooti,  shoes. 

Shimiher,  shoulder. 

Sic,  such. 

Sicker,  sure,  safe. 

Siller,  silver,  money. 

dimmer,  summer. 

Sin,  son. 

Sin\  sin  syne,  since,  ever 

since. 
Skaith,  us  skath. 
Skirl,  shriek,  shrilly. 
Skelp,  slap. 
Slae,  sloe. 
Smoor,  smoored,   smother, 

smothered. 
Snaw,  snow. 


Sneck,  latch. 

Snelt,  keen,  cold,  bitter. 

Snotl,  neat. 

Sonsie,  pleasant-looking. 

Soiiter,  siioemaker. 

Speel,  climb. 

Spiel,  lh>n  spiel,  a  game,  a 

match. 
Spier,  to  ask. 
Spier'd,  inquired. 
Spunk,  fire. 
Spinikie,    mettlesome," 

spirited. 
Stalnart,  tall  and  strong. 
Stan',  to  stand. 
Stane,  a  stone. 
Steek,  to  shut. 
Steti,  steep. 
Stirk,  a  young  beast. 
Stockin',  stocking. 
Stot,  an  ox. 
Stoup,  or  stoup,  a  jug  or 

mug 
Stour,  dust  in  motion. 
Sn^h,  low  moaning  wind. 
Swither,  to  waver  in  choice. 


TA  E,  gang  tae,  toe,  go  to. 

Ta'en,  taken. 

Taneor  tither,oneoT  other. 

Tap,  top. 

Taiise,  instrument  of  tor- 
ture :  leather  strap  split 
into  thongs,  used  by 
schoolmasters. 

Ted,  tedding,  to  spread, 
spreading. 

Tent,  tak  tent,  care,  take 
care. 

Tentie,  heedful. 

Tentless,  heedless. 

Thae,  these. 

Thankit,  thanked. 

Theekit,  thatched. 
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Thegither,  tofjpther. 
Thennel',  tlicmsclves. 
Thole,  to  endure. 
Thrang,  tlwoDs^. 
Thraw,  to  spniiii,  twist. 
Threshin\  tlinisliiiig. 
Thud,    sudclt'u    blow    or 

noise. 
Thwack,  strike. 
Thi/sel,  thyself. 
Tilrt,  to  it. 

Tine,  tint,  to  lose,  lost. 
7"()-/,8liohtvibr;itory  noise. 
Tirlin,  uncovering. 
'J'ither,  the  other. 
Tocher,  niarriajje  portion. 
Toddlin,   uncertain  walk- 
ing;. 
Toun,  hamlet. 
Tout,  to  blow  a  horn. 
Tousie,  rough,  sh:iggy. 
Trig,  neat. 
Trow,  to  believe. 
Troutli,  truth. 
Trust,  place  of  meeting. 
Trysted,  appointed. 
Twa,  two. 
Tual,  twelve. 
*  Tyhe,  a  dog. 


UNCO,      strange,     very 

great. 
Unhenned,  unknown. 
Upo',  upon. 

F.^PR/^',  vapouring. 

\VA',  ua's,  -wall,  walls. 
Wad,  would. 
U'adna,  would  not. 
[Vae,  woe,  sorrow. 
lVaefu',y;ofnl,  sorrowful, 
Waft,  woof,  waved. 


Wale,  to  wale,  choice,  to 

choose. 
]\'i(led,  chosen. 
Wame,  belly. 
]\'ark,  work. 
]\arl,  world. 
Worst,  worst. 
Wat,  wot,  wot,  1  know. 
Wauhit,      thickened, 

awakened. 
Wauj;       waurst,     worse, 

worst. 
Wean,  iceanie,  child. 
Wearie,  feehle,  tired. 
Weui^ened,  shrivelled. 
Wee,  little. 
Weet,  well. 
Weet,  wet,  rainy. 
Wha,  who 
Whufe,  whose. 
Wluuir,  where. 
11  /u/e.s,  sometimes. 
Whingin,    fretting,    com- 

))laining. 
II  hisht    he    whisht,    quiet, 

silence,  be  quiet. 
l\  ifie,  uijiekin,  endearing 
term  for  wife,   or  little 
wife. 
Wimfile,  to  meander  with 

a  rij)ple. 
Winiplin,  waving. 
Win,  winnow,  wind, 
n  innu,  will  not. 
^\  iunock,  window. 
]\'insome,     attractive, 

hearty. 
M'ird,  mad. 
]\'iss,  wish. 
Wizened,  harsh  hided. 
Wonner,  wonder, 
n  ()i>,  to  court,  make  love. 
Wow,  exclamation  of  sur- 
prise. 
U  raith,  a  ghost,  spirit. 
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U'raiig,  wrong. 
(rv/e,-l)(='}^uile. 
Wyte,  blame,  fault. 


YAVD,a  horse. 

Ye',  ottpn  used  as  thou. 

Yeanii,  longs  for. 

Year  is  used  for  plural  also. 
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Yell,  barren. 
Y'estreen,  yesternight. 
Yett,  gate. 
Yill,  ale. 
Yoiit,  beyond. 
You-e,  ewe. 
Yoursel,  yourself. 
Yule,  Christmas. 


TH  £     END. 


CHISWICK    PRESS  : — C.    WHITTINGHAM,    TOOKS    COURT, 
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